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To  the  Honourable 


Henry  Heveningham,  Efq; 


SIR, 


Beauty  in  Diftrefs  has  always  found  Protedion 


from  the  Generous .  and  the  Brave,  to  throw 
herfelf  into  honorable  Hands  and  hofpitable 
Walls,  (he  feeks  a  Patron  here  5  fearlefs  even  of  greater 
Dangers  than  thofefhe  has  happily  efcap’d,  when  Your 
condefcending  Goodnefs  emboldens  her  to  afpire  to 
Favours  which  her  humble  Thoughts  wou  d  fcarce  per¬ 
mit  her  to  exped.  But  while  my  fair  Unfortunate  refts 
fecure  under  fo  aufpiciou-  a  Roof,  my  unhappier  Hero 
wilbinevitably  be  loft  there  :  He’ll  find  that  Sweetnefs 
of  Temper,  that  Gracefulnefs  ,  that  Tendernefs  of 
Soul ,  and  every  lovely  Qualification  fo  much  above 
him,  that,  where  he  enters  with  Pride,  he  will  fit  down 
with  Envy.  He  will  find  You  dividing  your  equally 
grateful  Converfation  betwixt  the  gravity  of  the  Wife, 
the  gayety  of  the  Witty,  and  the  ea'fy  fprightlinefs  of  the 
Fair,  and  entertaining  the  Solid,  the  Ingenious  and  the 
Beauteous, fo  as  to  improve  the  firft,  cheer  the  fecond, 
and  charm  the  laft.  For ,  as  none  feems  to  have 
more  ftudied  'the  Art  of  pleafing  thofe  whom  the 
Beft  deferving  wou’d  pleafe,  fo  a  particular  Genius  of 
Gallantry  diftinguifhes  You  from  moft  of  thofe  who 
make  any  confiderable  Figure  among  the  Bean  tnonde . 
You  wifely  confider  that  by  fuch  a  Spirit  the  beft  Men 
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have 
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have  been  infpir’d  with  Sentiments  productive  of  the 
nobleft  Actions,  and  Vis  cheifly  owing  tofuch  Examples’ 
a#  Your  felf.  that  his  kept  up  in  this  degenerating  Age, 
when  fo  many  feem  fondeft  of  eft  ranging  t  hen  .  felves 
from  the  molt  harmiefs  Recreations  and  improvements. 
More  happy  thole,  who,  like  You,  are  convinc’d,  that, 
by  a  plea  (mg  Convcrfe  with  the  other  Sex,  ours  infen- 
fibly  gains  that  graceful  Deportment,  that  elegant  Po- 
liteneft,  and  thole Accomplilh  incuts  which  the  ingenious. 
Fair  feldom  fail  to  impart  more  effedtually  than  the  molt 
Javifh  Nature  itlelf,  and  even  that  Love  of  Glory, 
whichadeftre  topleafe  ’em  awakes  or  rather  infpires  in 
Hearts.  In  that ingaging  Society,  Learning  foon  iofes its 
Pedantry,  Youth  its  lndifcretion,  and  Bravery  its 
Rough  dels  ;  and  Man  becomes  with  Eafe  and  Pleafure 
an  abfolute  Mafter  of  thofe  Graces  that  change  a  rude 
Mafs  into  a -perfect  Gentleman.  But  I  ought  not  to  dwell 
on  the  Praife  of  others,  while  I  have  fo  fair  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  enlarge  on  Yours.  The  Character  which 
You  have  ft  ill  maintain’d,  is  what  the  ableft  Pensmight 
be  ambitious  of  Drawing,  but  what  Colours  of  Speech 
(hall  Rethoric  ,  or  Poetry  it  ft  If,  that  bolder  Paint¬ 


ing,  ule.  to  do  Juftice  to  the  great  Original  >  If 


like  too  many  others  you  had  need  to  borrow  feme 
Glory  from  the  reftedted  Luftxe  of  your  Anceftry,  the 
remote  ft:  Ages  wou'd  fupply  you  with  hereditary  Marks 
of  Honor,whi!'e  we.  trace  up  Y  ours  long  before  the  Con* 
one  ft,  and  find  among  the  many  noble  Branches  of  io 
lHuftricus  a  Family  r  fame  of  your  Anceftors  enriching 
your  Scutcheon  in  the  Holy  Wars  by  extraordinary  At- 
chievements  of  Honour, and  the  acquisition  of  Laurels  be* 
fore  the  WaMspfJerttfakw-,  and  one  particularly,  killing 
in  (ingle  Combat  the  Champion  of.  the  Saracens  before 
the  King  and  the  whole  Army,  to  the  immortal  Glory 
of  his  Name  and  Country. 

But  we  need  not  look  fo  far  back  as  to  Chronicles 
and  Monuments,  when  we  have  living  Objects  of  Ad^ 

miration; 
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miration  before  us  Artful  Painters,  when  they  ivou’il 
copy  fuch, endeavour -to  fet  every  Perfection  in  ustrueft 
light,  and  either  to  veil,  extenuate,,  or  throw  imo 
ihvides  thofc  defects  of  which  Nat  ure  is  Co  feldomfreev 
they  drive  to  heighten  every  grace,  yet  to  as  to  prefer  ve 
the  original  Likenefs,  and  give  an  advantageous  {dear 
of  what  they  reprefent.  While  thus  they  flat  ter  Nature, 
I  could  only  with  the  fir  ft  of  thefe  Talents,  confcious 
that  I  fltould  have  no  occafion  to  exert  the  others,  to 
give  a  fuft  Idea  of  yourAccom  pi  ill:  men  is.  But  cxrror- 
dinary  Qualifications  are  yet  more  uneafily  deferib  d 
to  the  Eyes  of  the  Mind,  than  extraordinary  Features  to 
thole  ol  the  Body  ,  and  t  have  not  io  much  of  the  Au¬ 
thor,  but  that  a  Senle  of  Modefty  and  my  own  incapa  ¬ 
city,  check  my  prefumptuous  Defires.  Bcfides,  cverv 
Truth  it  feif  begins  to  ceafe  to  pleafe  the  moftdefer- 
ving,  when  it  makes  too  bold  with  their  Praife*  and  the 
illnatur’d  World  is  apt  to  term  that  Flattery,  which  often 
is  but  a  raft  Acknowledgment,  and  the  Incentive,  and  on¬ 
ly  Reward  of  Vertue  in  this  World  5  the  want  of  Merit 
of  moft  Men  making ’em  difpleaied  to  hear  the  Worth 
of  others  and  their  Envy  and  uncharitable  Thoughts 
charging  the  Tired  and  moft  lively  Complexions  with- 
ufing  Artifice.  For  my  part,  i  hope  never  to  feem  fo 
imprudent  as  to  debate  with  Flattery  the  real  Worth 
v.  nich  i  vvotid  extol  ^  l  know  that  thus  to  add  imagina¬ 
ry  Virtue  to  tne  true,  is  like  the  injudicious  laying  paint 
on  a  good  face,  where fome  natural  Beauty  is  wanting, 
this  only  ferves  to  difgrace  the  other  Charms,  and  make 
Deformity  more  conspicuous.  Yet,  without  Co  much 
as  artemping  a  flight  Sketch  of  your  particular  Endow¬ 
ments,  (tho  moft  Poetical  Dedications  have  more  of  the 
iffture  than  of  the  Ep;fde)  to  whom  (hou'd  afpiring 
writers  make  their  Court,  but  fuch  as  You,  by  whole 
countenancing  Generofity,  Poetry,  Mulic,  snd  other 
ingenious  Arts  are  ineourag'd  >  You,  whole  known  Zeal 
for  thofe  whom  you  cfpoufe,  and  Humanity  to  all  the 
world,  make  eve:y  one  fond  of  mating  your  Smiles. 
’Tis  as  You  influence  thofe  whom  we  are  proud  eft  of 
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pleating,  that  even  our  moft  labour’d  Pieces  muftexpeft 
to  be  receiv’d  3  and  as  You  fupply  us  with  In  ft  ru  ft  ions 
and  Examples,  that  we  are  enabled  to  fucceed.  *Tis 
not  from  the  vulgarQrder  of  men  that  we  muffc  learn  to 
write  totheKeart.  to  touch  the  Soul,  to  trifle  agreeably, 
be  witty  without  AfFeftation  ,  folid  without  Dulnefs, 
lofty  without  Bombaft,  and  familiar  without  Mean  nets. 

But  I  ought  to  finifh  this  Addrefs,  left  I  ufurp  feme 
ofthofe  Moments  w’hich  are  due  to  your  raor$  enter  - 
taining  Diverfions  5  and  as  the  Bufinefs  cf  this  Epiftle  is 
notmoreto  fecure  to  this  Tragedy  the  Honour  of  your 
Patronage,  than  to  allure  You  of  the  deep  Relpeft  of 
the  Author,  I  cannot  conclude  better  than  with  a  So¬ 
lemn  Protection  of  being  eternally,  with  the  utmoft 
Veneration, 

Tour  mojl  humble  and 

Moji  obedient  Servant , 

\  ‘ 

dieter  Motteux. 
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The  PREFACE. 

I  Have  no  reafon  to  complain  of  the  Reception  which  this  Tragedy 
met  with,  tho  it  appear  cl firfi  at  a  time  not  very  favourable  to  Com- 
pojures  of  this  kind,  and  dive  (led  of  all- the  things  that  now  recommend  a 
Play  mofi  to  the  Liking  of  the  Many.  For  it  has  no  Singi-g ,  no  Danc¬ 
ing,  no  mixture  of  Comedy,  no  Mirth ,  no  change  of  Scene,  no  rich 
Drejfes,  no  Show ,  no  Rants ,  no  Similies ,  no  Hattie,  no  Killing  on  the 
Stage,  no  Ghofi,  no  Prodigy  ;  and,  what's  yet  more,  no  Smuc,  no 
Profanenefs,  nor  Immorality.  Be/ides  Bis  a  (ingle  Fla,  and  the 
whole  Story,  notwit hfianding  the  great  number  of  Tu  ns  in  it,  is  tr unf¬ 
abled  on  one  individual  fpot  of  ground,  and  in  no  more  Time  than  the 
Reprefentation  takes  up,  which  is  an  uncommon  Confinement  •  the  rather 
if  youconjider  that  the  Scenes  are  unbroken,  no  two  and  two  coming  on  to 
talk  and  then  go  out  meerly  becauje  they  had  no  more  to  fay.  Here  I 
fiudyd  to  bring  the  ABors  to  that  Place  only  becaufe  they  hr,ve  Bufinefs 
there,  and  make  'em  go  away  becaufe  their  conctrns  call  for  them  elfe- 
where  ,  yet  never  without  leaving  fame  A  Bor  on,  from  the  Be¬ 
ginning  to  the  End  of  the  AB.  Add  to  this  the  Confinement  in  writing 
to  a  Moral,  the  whole  defign  tending  to  make  good  the  l aft  line  in  the 
Poem  •  and  the  Difficulty  in  doath'mg  aFiBicn  like  this  with  words  that 
may  keep  up  the  dignity  of  Verfe  ,  while  the  Tale  requires  all  the  Free¬ 
dom  and  natural  it  urn  of  Prof e. 

I  had  the  fatisfaBion  of  feeing  the  Audience  pleajingly  furprizld  by  the 
Turns  in  the  Plot  (land  if,  as  I  am  willing  to  believe,  they  came  oitjeme - 
what  toofafl,  Bis  a  Fault  which  I  can  with  eafe  avoid  another  time. 
Perhaps  they  only  feem  fo  now,  becaufe  feveral  things  were  left  out,  to  . 
make  the  Play  the  Jhorter. 

Such  as  it  is,  it  has  had  the  honour  of  forcing  Tears  from  the  fairefi 
Eyes ,  and  what  I  cannot  too  thankfully  "  and  humbly  acknowledge,  cf 
being  the  happy  occafion  of  recommending  me  to  Her  Royal  FligbneJJ'es 
Bounty  ’  Her  Princely  Gift  alone  outweighing  the  Benefit  of  a  Sixth  Repn -• 
fentation  •  This  mofi  excellent  and  pious  Princefs  being  pleas’d  to  encou¬ 
rage  thus  an  inoffenfive  Writer,  doubtiefs  that  he  may  fill  keep  toftriB 
Morality,  even  in  the  cir  cumfiances  of  a  melancholic  F  or  tune. 

I  might  fay  fomething  !  now  rf  the  prefent  Difputcs  about  the  Laip- 
fulnefs  or  Unlawfulneft  of  the  Stage ,  but  refer  you  to  the  following  Let¬ 
ter,  which  (as  the  Bookfellers,  who  are  men  of  fair  and  unque (lion  d 
Reputation,  and  above  countenancing  any  little  trick,  can  teftifie )  was 
really  writ  by  a  worthy  Divine  of  the  Church  of  England.. 
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receiv'd  at  they  have  been  from  the  f.rji\  J  car,  calmly  Lavs  Envy 
avd  Detraction  in  f heir  deftrv  d  Ohfciffity, 

I  <?dy  beg  have  to  add  the  following,  lines,  cut  of  a  To*m  which  be¬ 
fore  1  wrote  for  the  Stage  I  inf  crib  d  to  a  reverend  Clergyman  t  As  they 
were  then  mj  fentbxents,  they  are,  and  1  hope  will  be  fill 

The  Poet  s  Character  of  him f elf 

To  what  Hard  Fate  a  Mufe  her  Yet  ties  bird?, 

'-Still  forc'd  by  need  to  rack  their  weary  d  minds  ; 

To  tooth  a  dull 3  ungrateful,  impious  age, 

Th  eternal  Drudges  of  the  Prefs  and  Stage  ; 

This  moment  baffled,  thoughtlefs  of  the  path. 

Still  rich  in  hopes,  and  wretched  to  the  Lift  • 
infpir  d  by  Fits,  but  ofener  dull  than  wife, 

And  fond’ of  Fame,  which  yet  they  fucrihce  ! 

Ah,  cruel  Fortune,  Tyrant  of  my  Life, 

To  Fools  fo  kind,  with  Poets  fill  at  fbrife. 

Thou  may  ft  conftrain  thy  Slave  to  lore  his  right 
To  dear-bought  Fame,  the  Poet’s  bed  delight , 

Put  never  fhallmy  dearer  Honour  be,. 

Thou  Proftitute,  a  Proftitute  to  thee. 

Oh.  let  me  ne’ce  pr-ophane  celeftial  Fire, 

Quench  facrcd  Flames,  or  kindle  loofe  Delire  ; 

Or,  to  b.ife  FlattVing  and  Detraction  bent, 

Poyfon  the  Weak,  and  ftsb  the  Innocent. 

Oh!  that  my  Mufe  in  fome  Retreat  might  ling 
Britain’s  great  Ruler,  and  Heav’ns  greater  Ring  ! 

Ev'n  our  wing’d  Brother-Poets  of  the  Grove 
Strive  here  below  to  rival  thole  above. 

Each  morning  they  their  warbling  voices  raife, 

Jnfpir’d  by  Nature,  Nature’s  God  to  praife. 

The  lab'ring  Swain  by  them  beguiles  his  Cares, 

Yet  by  his  Arts,  their  callow  Brood  infnares ; 

Then,  blinded,  taught  t’  unlearn  their  native  drain. 

And  cag'd  for  life,  the  wretches  fing  for  Grain. 

So  ’tis  with  us,  at  firft  by  Nature  free. 

Our  Lays  were  facred  as  our  Deity  : 

But  by  a  felnfh  World  inflav’d,  while  young. 

Blinded  by  Vice,  we  re  caught  a  meaner  Song: 

Kept  clofe  and  bare,  we  neVe  enjoy  the  Spring,  # 

T  he  Town  our  Cage,  where  we  mu  ft  ftarve  cr  ling. 
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A  LETTER 

F  R  O  M  A 

Divine  of  the  C  h  u  r  c  h  of  ENGLAND, 

To  the  Author  of  the  Tragedy  call’d, 

BEAVTT  in  DISTRESS, 

Concerning  the  Lawfultjefs  and  Unlawfulnefs  of  Plays. 

s  I  R, 

SINCE  you  have  been  pleas'd  to  defire  my  Opinion  about  the  lawfut- 
nefsor  unlawfulnefs  of  writing  Plays  for  the  Stage,  I  /hall  give  it 
you  with  all  the  Freedom  and  Impartiality  which  becomes  one  of  my 
FunIHon.  Vpon  refletting  on  the  prefent  Management  of  our  Thea¬ 
ters, on  the  AHions, Humors, and  Char  aiders  which  are  daily  represented  there, 
which  are  for  the  moft  part  fo  Leud  and  Immodefl ,  as  to  tend  very  much  to 
the  debauching  the  Touth  and  Gentry  of  our  Englifh  Nation  ",  I  might  very 
well  difwade  you  from  giving  any  Countenance  to  fuch  unmanly  PraHices, 
by  offering  any  of  your  Works  to  the  fervice  of  the  Stage. 

But  tho  the  Theatral  Reprefentations  are  become  an  Offence  and  Scandal 
to  moft,  yet  lam  not  of  their  Mind ,  who  think  Plays  are  abfolutely  unlaw¬ 
ful,  and  the  befl  way  to  Reform  is  wholly  to  fupprefs  them :  For  certainly 
they  might  be  of  very  great  ufe,  not  only  for  the  Diver fion  and  Pleafure ,  but 
alfo  for  the  correction  and  information  of  Mankind.  ’ Tis  no  Crime  to  eat 
or  drink,  but  the  Sin  lies  in  the  excefjive  and  immoderate  Vfe,  or  rather  a- 
bufe  ofthofe  things  which  we  either  eat  or  drink  :  the  Cafe  is  much  the  fame 
with  Plays.  In  their  own  Nature  they  are  innocent  and  harmlefs  Diver fi - 
ons  *,  but  then  indeed  they  become  finful  and  unlawful,  to  be  made ,  ailed ,  or 
feen,  when  they  tranfgrefs  the  bounds  of  Virtue  and  Religion  ",  fhock  our  Na¬ 
ture,  put  our  Mode  fly  to  the  blufh  •,  imprint  naufeous  and  unbecoming  Ima¬ 
ges  on  our  Minds ",  and  in  a  word,  when  they  are  fuch  as  are  a  fcandal  to 
the  Author ,  and  an  offence  to  the  Audience. 
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I  am  not  willing  (Sir)  to  believe  fo  hardly  of  the  Age,  ( tho  ’ tis  bad  e- 
nough  in  all  Confcience )  but  that  mofl  of  the  Perfons  who  frequent  the  The¬ 
atres,  would  be  as  well  fleas'*  d  to  fee  a  Play  of  Decorum  and  Mode  fly  atted , 
as  they  would  be  to  fee  ajeud  and  Atheiflical  Comedy.  *Tis  upon  this  con - 
fideration  that  lam  willing  to  encourage  you  in  your  defign  of  writing  Plays 
for  the  Stage  \  for  you  have  too  much  Prudence ,  Honour ,  and  Confcience , 
to  fubjed  the  facred  Nine  to  bafe  and  fervile  ends.  *7 is  to  be  hop'd  that 
fuch  as  you  may  be  a  means  of  reforming  the  Abufes  of  the  Stage,  and  of 
/hewing  the  World  that  a  Poet  may  be  a  man  of  Senfe  and  Parts,  without 
renouncing  his  yirtue. 

I  fhaU  not  trouble  you  at  prefent  with  any  farther  Thoughts  of  my  own, 
hut  will  here  give  you  the  fentiments  of  a  very  judicious  Divine  upon  this 
Subjeff.  It  feemshewas  confulted  by  a  Gentleman,  whether  Plays  were 
lawful  or  not ,  and  whether  he  might  in  Confcience  exercife  his  Parts  that 
way  .•  To  this  the  Divine  replies  in  the  enfuing  Letter,  ft hewing  how  far 
Plays  are  lawful  and  neceffary ,  and  when  they  become  unlawful  and  Jinful  \ 
the  Refolution  of  this  will ,  I  prefume ,  come  up  to  your  Purpofe. 

The  LETTER  is  as  follows. 

SIR, 

IHave  avoided  as  much  as  I  could  giving  you  my  Opinion  in  writing 
about  Plays,  confidering  the  nicenefs  of  theSubjeft,  and  my  own 
Incapacity:  But  fince  you  prefs  me  ftill  to  cure  you  of  that  fcrupu- 
ious  Fear  which  lies  upon  your  Mind,  I  muft  pafs  over  thofe  two  Dif¬ 
ficulties,  chufing  rather  to  expofe  my  felf  on  your  account,  than  not 
to  eafe  you  of  your  Doubts.  In  truth.  Sir ,  the  more  I  examine  the 
Holy  Fathers,  the  more  I  read  the  Divines,  andconfult  the  Cafuifts, 
the  lefs  able  I  find  my  felf  to  determin  any  thing  in  this  matter.  I 
had  no  fooner  found  fomething  in  favour  of  the  Drama  among  the 
Schoolmen,  who  are  almoft  all  of  them  for  allowing  it,  but  I  perceiv’d 
my  felf  furrounded  with  abundance  of  paflages  out  of  the  Councils 
and  the  Fathers, who  have  all  of  them  declaim’d  againft  publick  Shows. 

This  Queftion  would  have  been  foon  determin’d,  if  the  Holy  Scrip¬ 
ture  had  faid  any  thing  about  it.  But  as  Tertullian  very  well  obferves. 
We  no  where  find  that  we  are  as  exprefly  forbidden  in  Scripture  to 
go  to  the  Circus  and  Theatre ,  to  fee  the  fightings  of  Gladiators ,  or  be 
aflifting  in  any  Show,  as  we  are  forbid  to-worlhip  Idols,  or  the  being 
guilty  of  Murder,  Treafon  and  Adultery.  If  you  read  the  Scrip¬ 
tures  over  and  over,  you  will  never  meet  with  any  exprefs  and  par¬ 
ticular  precept  again®;  Plays.  The  Fathers  aflert  that  we  cannot  in 
Confcience  be  any  ways  affifting  to  the  Drama  •,  the  Schoolmen  main¬ 
tain  the  contrary  *.  Let  us  therefore  endeavour  to  make  ufe  of  St. 
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Cyprian  s  Rule,  who  fays,  That  Reafon  is  to  be  heard  where  Holy  Writ  is 
filent  ;  and  let  us  try  to  reconcile  the  conclufions  of  the  Divines  with 
the  determination  of  the  Fathers  of  the  Church. 

But  becaufe  ’tis  a  very  nice  Point,  and  the  queftion  confifts  in  re¬ 
conciling  them  together,  I  will  not  advance  any  thing  of  my  own 
Sentiments,  but  bring  St.  Thomas  Aquinas  to  fpeak  for  me;  who 
being  on  one  fide  a  very  Religious  Father,  and  Holy  Do&or  of  the 
Church,  and  on  the  other  fide,  the  Angel  of  the  School,  the  Matter 
and  Head  of  all  the  Divines,  feems  to  me  the  molt  proper  of  any  to 
reconcile  the  difagreeing  Opinions  of  both  parties.  In  the  fecond 
part  of  his  Summs ,  among  others,  he  ftarts  this  Queftion,  What  we 
ought  to  think  of  Sports  and  Diverfions  ?  And  he  returns  in  anfwer 
to  himfelf,  That  provided  they  be  moderate,  he  does  not  only  not 
think  them  finful,  but  in  fome  meafure  good  and  conformable  to  that 
Virtue  which  Ariftotle  ffciles  Eutrapelia,  whofe  bufinefs  ’tis  to  fet  jutt 
bounds  to  our  Pleafures.  The  reafon  which  he  alledges  for  it  is  this. 
That  a  man  being  fatigu’d  by  the  ferious  a&ions  of  Life,  has  need 
of  an  agreeable  Refrelhment,  which  he  can  find  no  where  fo  well  as 
in  Plays :  and  to  back  his  Opinion,  that  great  Cafuift  produces  that 
of  St.  Augujlin  in  his  own  words,  “  In  lhort,  I  would  have  you  take 
u  care  of  your  felf,  for  ’tis  the  part  of  a  Wife  man,  fometimes  to 
“  unbend  his  Mind  which  is  too  intent  upon  his  Bufinefs. 

“  Now,  continues  St.  Thomas ,  How  can  this  relaxation  of  the  Mind 
u  be  effe&ed,  if  not  by  diverting  Words  or  Actions  ?  ’Tis  not  there- 
M  fore  finful  or  unbecoming  a  wife  and  virtuous  Man,  to  allow  him- 
tl  felf  fome  innocent  Pleafures.  This  holy  Do&or  does  even  in  fome 
fort  reckon  it  a  Sin  to  refrain  from  Diverfion ;  “  Becaufe  (fays  he) 
“  whatever  is  contrary  to  Reafon,  is  vicious;  now  ’tis  contrary  to 
M  Reafon  that  a  man  fhould  be  fo  unfociable  and  hard  upon  others,  as 
u  to  oppofe  their  innocent  Pleafures,  never  to  bear  a  part  in  their 
tc  Diverfions,  or  contribute  to  ’em  by  his  Words  or  A&ions.  There- 
“  fore  Seneca  had  a  great  deal  of  reafon  to  fay  upon  this  occafion, 
lt  Demean  your  felves  in  your  Converfation  with  fo  much  Prudence 
u  and  Difcretion,  that  none  may  charge  you  with  being  morofe,  or 
“  defpife  you  as  one  unfit  for  human  Converfe :  for  ’tis  a  Vice  to  fall 
41  out  with  all  Mankind,  and  thus  to  be  imputed  a  morofe  and  falvsage 
4t  Creature. 

’Tis  eafy,  S;V,  to  determine  from  thofe  words  of  that  Father, 
that  under  the  general  term  of  Recreations  he  comprehends  the 
Drama ,  when  he  fays,  that  this  unbending  of  the  Mind,  which  is  a 
Virtue,  is  perform’d  by  diverting  Words  and  A&ions.  •  Now  what 
is  more  proper  and  peculiar  to  Plays  than  this,  fince  they  only  con- 
fitt  in  jocofe  and  witty  Words  and  Aftions,  fuch  as  produce  delight 
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and  recreate  the  mind  ?  I  do  not  think  you  will  find  in  any  other  Di- 
verfion,  Words  and  Adions  thus  united  together.  But  hearken,  I 
befeech  you,  once  more  to  this  great  Scholar. 

Itfeems  (fays  he)  as  if  thofe*  Players  who  fpend  their  whole 
lives  on  the  Stage,  did  tranfgrefs  the  bounds  of  innocent  Diver- 
6i  lion.  If  then  exceflive  Diverfion  be  a  Sin  (  as  certainly  ’tis  )  the 
u  Players  are  in  a  ftate  of  Sin  and  fo  likewife  are  all  thofe  who 
u  allift  at  Stage-reprefentations,  and  they  who  give  any  thing  to 
“  them  are,  as  it  were,  Abetters  of  their  Sin  j  which  feems  to  be 
11  falfe  for  we  read  in  the  Lives  of  the  Fathers,  that  one  day  it  was 
reveal’d  to  St.  Paphnutius ,  That  in  the  other  Life  he  Ihould  not 
*■  arrive  to  a  higher  degree  of  Glory  than  a  certain  Player. 

If  the  Ob jedion  which  St.  Thomas  here  Harts  be  nice,  his  Anfwer 
is  as  delicate  and  folid.  “  Diverfion  (replys  this  excellent  Dodor) 
being  therefore  neceflary  for  the  comfort  of  human  Life,  we  may 
“  appoint  feveral  Employments  for  this  very  end,  which. are  lawful. 
“  Thus  the  Employment  of  Players  being  eftablifhed  to  afford  men 
fcC  an  honeft  Recreation,  has  nothing  in  it,  in  my  mind,  which  de- 
ferves  to  be  prohibited  ;  and  I  do  not  look  upon  them  to  be  in  a 
cc  ftate  of  Sin,  provided  they  make  ufe  of  this  fort  of  Recreation 
4C-  with  moderation,  that  is,  provided  they  neither  fpeak  nor  ad  any 
tl  thing  which  is  unlawful m,  mix  nothing  that  is  Sacred  with  Pro- 
“  fane,  and  never  ad  in  a  prohibited  time.  And  tho  they  may 
41  have  no  other  employment  of  Life,  with  refped  to  other  Men, 
ct  yet  with  refped  to  themfelves  and  to  God,  they  have  other  very 
St  ferious  Employments,  fuch  as  when  they  pray  to  God,  govern 
their  Paffions,  and  give  Alms  to  the  Poor.  From  hence  I  con- 
elude,  that  thofe  who  in  moderation  pay  or  affift  them  are  guilty 
sc  of  no  Sin,  but  do  an  ad  of  juftice,  fince  they  only  give  them  the 
reward  of  their  labour.  But  if  any  one  fhould  fquander  away 
41  his  whole  Eftate  upon  them,  or  countenance  Players  who  ad  after 
4c  a  fcandalous  and  unlawful  way,  I  make  no  queftion  hut  that  he 
41  fins,  and  gives  them  encouragement  to  fin  ^  and  ’tis  in  this  fenfe 
w  that  St.  Auguftin' s  words  are  to  be  taken,  when  he  fays.  That  to- 
4C  give  one's  Eftate  away  to  Players ,  is  rather  a  Vice  than,  a  Virtue ~ 

To  prove  that  ’tis  only  the  Excefs  which  ought  to  be  condemned  in 
aft  Sports  and  Diverfions,  and  that  the  holy  Fathers  had  no  other 
defign  in  declaiming  againft  Plays,  St.  r/ww^explains-what  he 
means  by  Excefs,  and  lays  it  down  ns-  an  indifpenfible  Maxim, 
That  in  every  thing  which  may  be  regulated  according  to  Reafon, 
that  which  tranfgreiTes- this  Rule  is  to  be  reckon’d  fuperfiuous,  and 
that,  which  does jiot  come  up  to  it  defedive.  “  Now,  continues  he, 
l4  diverting  Words  and  Adions  may  bejregulated.  according  to  Rea-, 
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u  Ton:  The  Excefs  therefore  in  them  is,  when  *hey  donotagreeto 
“  this  Rule,  or  are  defedive  by  the  Circumftances  which  ought  to 
“  be  applied  to  them.  5Tis  upon  this  Maxim  that  we  ought  to  re¬ 
turn  anfwer  to  the  Authorities  of  the  Fathers  of  the  Church,  fince 
according  to  St.  Thomas,  they  declaim  only  againfl  the  Excefs  in 
Plays,  and  we  (hall  offer  nothing  on' this  fubjed,  but  in  imitation’ 
of  this  great  Dodor,  who,  as  his  way  was,  applying  to  all  the  Fa¬ 
thers  the  Anfwer  which  he  gives  to  only  one,  anfwer s  St.  Chryfofiom- 
in  this  manner.  That  eloquent  Father  had  faid,  that  it  was  not 
God  who  was  the  Author  of  Sports,  but  the  Devil  and  the  more 
to  back  what  he  had  advanc’d,  produc’d  this  paflage  out  of  ho-' 
ly  Writ  j  The  people  fat  down  to  eat  and  drink ,  and  rofe  up  to  play.  But 
St.  Thomas  is  for  having  thofe  words  of  the  great  Chryfofiom ,  to  be  un¬ 
derflood  of  exceflive  and  immoderate  Sports  j  and  he  adds.  That  Ex¬ 
cefs  in  play  is  a  foolifh  pleafure,  ftil’d  by  St.  Gregory  the  Daughter  of 
Gluttony  and  Sin  ;  and  that  in  this  fenfe  it  is  written,  that  the  people 
fat  down  to  eat  and  drink ,  and  rofe  up  to  play.  This  is  the  Anfwer 
which  we  are  to  make  to  whatever  may  be  objeded  againfl  us  out  of 
the  Fathers,  and  the  rather,  becaufein  examining  them  without pre-J 
judice,  ’tis  eafy  to  perceive,  that  if  they  did  declaim  fo  much  againft 
the  Drama,  it  was  only  becaufe  in  their  times  its- Excefs  was  crimi¬ 
nal  and  immoderate  whereas  had  they  feen  it  as  ’tis  now-a-days  in 
France ,  conformable  to  good  Manners  a*nd  right  Reafonj  they  would 
not  have  inveigh’d  againfl  it.  But  Plays  as  they  were  aded  in  the 
time  of  our  Forefathers,  were  fo  abominable  and  infamous,  that  thofe1 
Pious  men  could  not  but  employ  their  greatefl  Zeal  againfl  a  thing 1 
which  was  fo  very  offenfive  to  the  Church.  For  is  it  not  the  excefs  of 
Plays,  for  inflance,  againfl  which  Tertullian  cries  out,  when  he  fays  j  ~ 
“  Let  us  not  go  to  the  Theatre,  whichds  a  particular  Scene  of  Im-  • 
u  modefly  and  Debauchery,  where  nothing  is  lik’d  but  what  is  dif* -* 
“  approv’d  elfewhere  5  and  what  is  thought  mofl  excellent,  is  com— 
“  monly  what  is  infamous-and  lewd.  A  Player,  for  inflance,  ads  ' 
“  there  with  the  mofl  fhameful  and  naked  Geflures^  Women  for-  - 
“  getting  the  modefly  of  their  Sex,  dare  do  that  on  the  Stage,  and 
“  in  the  view  of  all  the  World,  which  others  would  blufh  to.  com-- 
“  mit  at  home  where  no  body  could  fee  them.  There  they  repre-  - 
“  fent  the  Rape  of  Virgins,  the  infamous  Vidims  of  publick-De- 
“  bauchery  ^  fo  much  the  more  wretched,  becaufe  expos’d  to  the  * 
“  view  of  fuch  Womenas  are  fuppos’d  to  be  ignorant  of  fuch  Licen-  • 
“  tioufnefs.  They  are  there  made  the-  fubjed  of  the  young  mens  * 
44  mirth  ;  -there  you  are  direded  to  the^  place  where' they  proflitute  r 
themfelves  *,  there  they  tell  you  hosw-  much  they 'get  by  their-infa- 
“  -ffious  Trade,  and  there  in  a. word  thofe.Strumoets  are  commend- 
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'a  ed  in  the  prefence  of  thofe  who  ought  to  be  ignorant  of  all  thofe 
tc  things.  I  fay  nothing,  adds  this  Father,  of  what  ought  to  be  bu¬ 
rned  in  eternal  filence,  for  fear  that  by  barely  mentioning  fuch 
u  horrid  Adions,  I  Ihould  in  fome  meafure  be  guilty  of  them. 

But  the  other  Fathers  are  not  fo  referv’d  as  he,  and  make  no  fcru- 
pte  to  difcover  all  they  know  about  it.  You 'mu ft  not  imagine  that 

I  am  ambitious  of  quoting  all  they  have  faid :  Thofe  matters  which 
are  fo  freely  handled  in  another  Language,  might  prove  offenfive  in 
ours  therefore  I  will  only  leave  you  to  guefs  what  Exorbitances 
they  have  mention’d,  by  fome  of  thofe  leffer  Infamies  of  which  I  dare 
give  an  account  out  of  their  Writings. 

Salman  was  afraid  to  fay  any  thing  about  it :  “  Who  ( fays  he  ) 

can  treat  of  thofe  Ihameful  Reprefentations,  thofe  diihoneft 

II  Speeches,  and  of  thofe  lafcivious  and  immodeft  Adions,  the  e- 
“  normity  and  offence  of  which  are  difcoverable  by  that  reftraitft 
“  which  they  in  their  own  nature  impofe  upon  us  not  to  rehearfe 
“  them? 

Latfantius  is  not  fo  referv’d,  his  moft  favourable  Thoughts  about 
it  are  thefe.  “To  what  end  do  thofe  impudent  Adions  of  the 
“  Players  tend,  but  to  debauch  the  Youth  of  the  Age?  Their  effe- 
“  minate  Bodies  in  Womens  dreffes,  reprefent  the  moft  lafcivious 
“  Geftures  of  the  moft  diffolute.  And  a  little  lower,  he  fays, 
“  Fromthelicentioufnefsof  Speech,  they  proceed  to  that  of  Adi- 
4t  on:  they,  at  the  inftance  of  the  people,  ftrip,  debauch’d  Women 
“  ftark  naked  on  the  publick  Theatre,  &c.  Pray  be  you  Judge,  whe¬ 
ther  what  this  Father  adds,  can  be  acceptable  to  modefty. 

St.  Cyprian ,  who  ex  profejfo  compofed  a  Book  of  publick  Shows, 
defcribes  at  large  all  the  infamous  Pradices  there.  We  may  alfo 
read  fomething  of  that  abominable  Cuftom  of  their  appearing  naked 
on  the  Theatres,  in  St.  Chryfofiom ,  St.  Jerom ,  and  St.  Augufiin. 
Thefirftof  thefe  does  not  fcruple  comparing  thofe  of  his  time  who 
went  to  Plays  to  David ,  who  took  pleafure  in  feeing  Bathfheba  naked 
in  her  Bath  ^  and  faying  that  the  Theatre  is  the  Rendevouz  of  all 
manner  of  Debaucheries,  that ’tis  full  of  Impudence,  Abomination, 
and  Impiety.  A  more  modern  Writer  ( viz.  Alexander  ab  Alexandro ) 
defcribing  the  Shows- of  the  Antients ,  and  efpecially  their  Bacchanalia, 
gives  us  fuch  horrible  Pidures  of  their  publick  Infamies,  and  Proftitu- 
tions,  that  I  Ihould  tremble  to  repeat  them.  You  may  imagin. 
Sir ,  there  could  be  nothing  of  good  in  them,  fince  the  infamous 
Heliogabalns  was  the  Author  of  fome  of  them.  But  left  you 
Ihould  fuppofe  that  Plays  were  much  the  fame  as  they  are  now}  and 
that  ’twas  only  to  diffwade  the  faithful  from  frequenting  the 
Stage,  that  the  Fathers  reprefented  it  in  fuch  frightful  Colours*, 
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let  us  confult  profane  Authors.  Valerius  Maximus ,  fpeaking  of 
the  deteftable  Cuftom  which  the  Romans  had,  of  expofing  upon  the 
Theatre  the  naked  Bodies  of  debauch’d  Women,  and  the  naked  Bo¬ 
dies  of  young  Boys,  relates  of  M.  P.  Cato ,  that  he  being  one  day  at 
thofe  fights,  and  underftandingby  his  Favourite  Favonius,  that  out  of 
the  Refped  which  they  bore  to  him,  the  People  were  afham’d  to  de¬ 
lire  the  Players  fhou  Id  appear  naked  on  the  Theatre;  this  great  man 
withdrew,  that  he  might  not  by  his  prefence  hinder  that  which  was 
fo  cuftomary.  Seneca  gives  us  the  fame  Account  of  Cato ,  and  com¬ 
mends  him  for  his  being  unwilling  to  fee  thofe  debauch’d  Women  na¬ 
ked.  1  dare  not  repeat  to  you  the  words  of  Lampridius ,  becaufethey 
are  too  fulfom,  when  he  fays,  that  the  Emperor  Heliogabalus ,  who  in 
a  Play  reprefented  Venus ,  Ihowed  himfelf  all  naked  upon  the  Stage 
with  the  utmoft  figns  of  Impudence.  We  alfo  find  that  the  public 
Shows  of  the  Antients  were  as  dreadfully  impious,  as  they  were  im¬ 
moral.  “  There  (fays  St.  Cbryfojlom)  they  blafpheme  the  Name  of 
cc  God,  and  no  fooner  have  the  Players  vented  a  blafphemous  Ex- 
u  preffion,  but  a  loud  Applaufe  follows.  This  is  what  oblig’d  the 
**  third  Council  of  Carthage  by  a  Canon  to  condemn  Players  as 
“  Blafphemers:  Let  not  the  Laicks  themfelves  be  prefent  at  the 
<l  Shows,  for  it  has  been  always  unlawful  for  any  Chriftian  to  go  in- 
“  to  the  Company  of  Blafphemers. 

Now  who  would  not  cry  down  the  Stage,  if  it  were  fo  full  of  Im¬ 
morality  and  Profanenefs  ?  There  is  no  need  of  being  one  of  the  Fa¬ 
thers,  the  Light  of  Nature  is  fufficient  to  condemn  fo  great  an  Ex¬ 
cels.  Thus  we  read  in  St.  Chryfofiomy  “  That  certain  Barbarians 
“  having  heard  of  thofe  Theatral  Plays,  exprefs’d  themfelves  in  thofe 
“  terms  worthy  of  the  greateft  Philofophers,  viz..  ’Tis  fit  that  the 
“  Romans ,  when  they  invented  this  kind  of  Pleafures,  lhould  be 
u  look’d  upon  as  Perfons  who  had  neither  Wives  nor  Children.  And 
Akibiades  among  other  things  is  commended  for  having  call  a  certain 
Comedian,  nam’d  Eupolis ,  into  the  Sea,  for  being  fo  impudent  as  to 
repeat  fome  infamous  Verfes  in  his  prefence,  adding  at  his  Punish¬ 
ment  this  Exprelfion,  Thou  haft  plung’d  me  often  in  the  debauche¬ 
ries  of  the  Stage,  and  for  once  I  will  plunge  thee  into  the  depths  of 
the  Sea. 

You  may  eafily  perceive,  S/>,  that  all  thofe  palfages  out  of  the  Fa¬ 
thers,  and  a  thoufand  others  which  I  could  produce  out  of  them  a- 
gainft  Stage-Plays,  prove  nothing  againft  the  Dr  arm  as  it  nowftands 
in  Prance.  It  would  be  fuperfluons  to  ftand  making  a  Comparifon 
between  the  one  and  the  other  *,  I  defire  that  you  would  only  take 
notice,  that  far  from  weakning  the  Dodrine  of  St.Tnomas,  all  that 
'has  been  hitherto  alledg’d  ferves  only  to  £rcngthen  it ;  For  ’tis  only 
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again  It  the  Excefs  of  the  Stage  that  the  Fathers  appear’d  fo  zealous, 
whereas  if  they  had  found  it  divefted  of  thofe  unhappy  Circumftan- 
ces  which  then  attended  it,  they  would  have  been  of  St.  Thomto’s 
Opinion,  and  at  leaf;  have  look’d  upon  it  as  indifferent. 

I  thought  it  proper  to  relate  all  this  to  you  before  I  ventur’d  to  dis¬ 
cover  my  own  Thoughts  on  this  Subject  *  and  upon  thofe  indifputable 
Principles  which  I  have  laid  down,  I  affirm,  that  in  my  Judgment, 
Plays  in  their  own  Nature,  and  taken  in  themfelves,  independent  from 
any  other  Circumftance  whether  good  or  bad,  ought  to  be  reckon’d 
among  the  number  of  things  purely  indifferent.  Upon  due  exami¬ 
nation  you  will  find  it  to  be  the  Opinion  even  of  TertuUian  and  St. 
Cyprian,  the  two  who  feem  to  declaim  moll  againft  the  Drama . 

To  begin  with  TertuUian,  at  the  fame  time  that  he  abominates  the 
infamy  of  publick  Shows,  he  Harts  this  Objedion  to  himfelf :  “  God 
<c  (fays  he)  has  made  all  things,  and  given  them  to  men,  andconfe- 
ct  quently  they  are  all  good,  fuch  as  the  Circus,  Lions,  Voices,  &c. 

44  What  then  makes  the  ufe  of  them  unlawful  ?  To  this  he  anfwers. 
That  ’tis  true,  all  things  were  inltituted  by  God,  but  that  they 
were  corrupted  by  the  evil  Spirit:  That  Iron,  for  inflance,  is  as 
much  God’s  Creature  as  Plants  and  Angels  \  that  notwithftanding  this, 
God  did  not  make  thefe  Creatures  to  be  inftruments  of  Murder,  Poi- 
fon,  and  Magick,  tho  men  by  their  Wickednefs  deprave  them  to 
thofe  Ufes;  and  that  what  renders  a  great  many  things  evil,  which 
in  their  own  nature  are  indifferent,  is  not  their  Inftitution  but  Cor¬ 
ruption.  From  hence,  if  we  apply  this  way  of  arguing  to  publick 
Shows,  it  follows,  that  confider’d  in  their  own  nature,  they  are  as 
harmlefs  as  Angels,  Plants,  and  Irdn^  but  that  ’tis  the  evil  Spirit 
that  has  chang’d,  perverted,  and  fpoil’d  ’em.  You  fee  then  that 
TertuUian  has  reckon’d  Stage-Plays  among  indifferent  A&ions,  and 
that  what  he  condemns  in  them  is  only  the  Excefs. 

St.  Cyprian ,  fpeaking  of  David's  dancing  before  the  Ark,  owns  that 
there  is  no  harm  in  dancing  or  finging }  but  yet,  fays  he,  this  is  no 
excufe  for  Chriftians,  who  are  prefent  at  thofe  lafcivious  Dances  and 
impure  Songs,  which  are  in  honour  of  Idols.  Whence ’tis  eafy  far 
you  to  infer,  that  this  holy  Dodtor  does  not  abfolutely  condemn 
Dancing,  Singing,  Operas,  and  Comedies,  but  only  thofe  Shows  that 
reprefented  Fables  after  the  lafcivious  manner  of  the  Greeks  and 
Romans,  and  which  were  celebrated  in  honour  of  Idols.  This  is 
likewife  St.  Bonaventure's  Opinion,  who  fays  exprefly, .“  That  Shows 
4t  are  good  and  lawful  if  they  are  attended  with  neceflary  Precauti- 
44  ons  and  Circumftances.  The  great  Albertus  his  Mafter  taught  him 
this  Dodtrine  :  and  the  words  which  I  met  with  upon  this  Subjedt  in 
St.^wtowm^jArchbifhop  of  Florence^  are  fo  pertinent  that  I  cannot  for-  . 
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bear  inferring  them  here.  “  The  profeifion  of  a  Comedian  (fays 
lt  he)  becaufe  it  is  ufeful  for  the  Diverfion  of  men  which  is  requi- 
“  fite,  is  not  forbidden  in  its  own  nature:  from  whence  it  follows, 
“  that  it  is  no  lefs  lawful  to  get  one’s  Livelihood  by  this  Art,  &c. 
And  in  another  place,  “  Comedy  is  a  mixture  of  pleafant  Speeches 
“  and  Actions,  for  the  Diverfion  of  a  mans  felf,  or  for  that  of  a- 
“  ther.  If  nothing  is  mix’d  in  it  either  unbecoming,  or  an  Affront 
ct  to  God,  or  prejudicial  to  one’s  Neighbour,  5tis  an  effedof  that 
“  Virtue  which  is  call’d  Eutrapelia ,  for  the  Mind  which  is  fatigu’d 
ct  by  internal  Cares,  as  the  Body  is  by  external  Labour,  has  as  much 
“  need  of  Repofe  as  the  Body  has  of  Nouriffiment.  "  This  Repofe 
“  is  procur’d  by  thofe  kind  of  diverting  Speeches  and  Adions  which 
“  are  call’d  Plays.  Can  any  thing,  Sir ,  be  faid  of  greater  weight 
in  favour  of  Comedy?  Yet  he  who  fays  it,  is  a  Man  of  undoubted 
fandity  :  How  comes  it  to  pafs  that  he  does  not  declaim  as  loudly  a- 
gainftit,  as  the  Antients  did  ?  ’Tis  becaufe  the  Drama  grows  more 
corred  and  perfed  every  day  •,  and  I  have  obferv’d  in  reading  the 
Holy  Fathers,  that  the  nearer  they  come  to  our  times,  the  more  fa¬ 
vourable  they  are  to  Plays,  becaufe  the  Stage  was  not  fo  licentious  as 
before.  Thus  likewife  we  fee,  that  it  is  not  prohibited  by  the  Saint  of 
our  times,  the  great  Francis  de  Sales ,  who  might  without  difpute  ferve 
as  a  pattern  to  all  Diredors.  And  Fontana  de  Ferrara  in  his  Inftitutes 
relates,  That  the  famous  Saint,  Charles  Borromeus,  allow’d  Stage-Plays 
in  his  Diocefs,  by  an  Order  in  the  year  1583.  yet  upon  condition, 
that  before  they  were  aded  they  Ihould  be  revis’d  and  licens’d  by 
his  grand  Vicar,  for  fear  any  thing  which  is  iramodeft  Ihould  be  in 
them.  This  pious  and  learned  Cardinal  did  then  allow  of  modeft 
Comedies,  and  condemn’d  only  the  Im  modeft  and  Profane,  as  ap¬ 
pears  by  the  third  Council  which  he  held  at  Milan  in  the  year 
1572. 

Befide  this  multitude  of  Teflimonies  which  are  in  my  favour, 
I  might  likewife  form  a  ftrong  Proof  taken  from  the  Words  and 
Pradice  of  the  Holy  Fathers  in  general,  and  obferve  that  thofe 
who  have  cry’d  out  fo  mightily  againft  the  Stage,  have  been  as 
violent  in  declaiming  againft  playing  at  Cards,  Dice,  &c.  They 
have  inveigh’d  againft  Banquets  and  Feafts,  againft  Luxury  and 
gaudy  Drelfes,  againft  lofty  Buildings,  magnificent  Boufes,  rich 
Furniture,  rare  Painting,  &c.  St.  Chryfojlom  has  whole  Homilies  up¬ 
on  this  Subjed :  we  find  a  particular  Catalogue  of  them  in  the 
Pedagogue  of  St.  Clement  Alexandrinm  :  St.  Augujlin  treats  very 
largely  of  them  in  molt  of  his  Works,  and  particularly  in  his 
Letter  to  PoJJidonius.  St.  Cyprian  quoted  by  the  fame  St.  Au- 
gvjlin7  St.  Gregory ,  in  a  word,  all  the  Fathers  have  warmly  de- 
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claim’d  againft  the  luxury  and  richnefs  of  Apparel  •,  fome- 
times  exciting  us  to  follow  the  Example  of  St.  John  Bapift,  who 
for  the  Anfterityof  his  Life  was  fo  highly  commended  by  our  Sa¬ 
viour.  And  yet  we  find  that  they  did  nol;raife  fo  many  doubts  of 
Confidence  in  mens  Minds  upon  this  fcore,  as  they  did  upon  the 
account  of  Stage-Plays ;  and  none  made  a  fcruple  either  of  wear¬ 
ing  Habits  futable  to  their  Quality,  nor  of  living  at  eafe,  pro¬ 
vided  they  did  it  within  the  compafs  of  Mod;nry  and  Moderati¬ 
on.  Why  then  fliould  we  not  extend  this  In  algence  to  Shows, 
and  affirm,  that  as  the  Reproaches  of  the  Doctors  of  the  Church 
are  applicable  to  Luxury,  Intemperance,  and  Prodigality,  but  not 
to  the  innocent  and  moderate  ufe  of  the  good  things  of  this  Life,, 
fo  we  may  interpret  their  words  of  immoral  and  profane  Plays, 
but  not  of  thofe  that  do  not  tranfgrefs  the  Rules  of  Prudence 
and  Morality? 

44  To  prove  (fays  Albertus  Magnus )  that  the  Scripture  does  not  con- 
“  demn  Plays,  Dancing,  and  Shows,  confider’d  lingly,  and  without 
44  thofe  offenfive  Circumftances  which  make  them  condemnable ;  do 
44  not  we  read  in  Exodus ,  That  Miriam  the  Prophetefs ,  the  Sifter  of 
44  Aaron,  took  a  Timbrel  in  her  hand ,  and  all  the  Women  went  out  af- 
44  ter  her  with  Timbrels  and  with  Dances ,  Exod.  15.  20?  Does  not  the 
44  Royal  Prophet  fay  (Pfal6%.  25,27.)  That  Benjamin  was  among 
“  the  Damfels  who  played  with  Timbrels?  Nay,  does  not  God 
41  himfelf,  by  the  Mouth  of  Jeremiah ,  Chaf  31.4.  promife  the 
44  Jews,  that  upon  their  return  from  Chaldee ,  they  (hould  play  up- 
44  on  Timbrels,  and  go  forth  in  the  Dances  of  them  that  make 
44  merry?  Therefore  (concludes  Albertus  Magnus )  Dances  and 
44  Pleafures  are  not  in  themfelves  finful  or  unlawful,  but  made  fo 
44  by  the  criminal  Circumftances  added  to  them :  and  I  would  not 
44  enjoin  a  Penitent  to  abftain  from  them,  fince  God  himfelf 
44  not  only  permits,  butpromifes  them.  And  indeed  take  away 
the  Excefs  which  may  poffibly  creep  into  Dramatick  Reprefen- 
tations,  and  I  know  no  harm  in  them  :  For  ’tis  a  kind  of  fpeak- 
ing  Pifture,  wherein  are  reprefented  Hiftories  or  Fables  for  the 
Diverfion,  and  very  often  for  the  Inft ruction  of  men. 

Hitherto  we  find  nothing  amifs  in  the  Defign  of  the  Stagey  but 
perhaps  its  enemies  will  objedt,  that  it  muft  needs  be  bad  however, 
becaufe  ’tis  prohibited.  1  proteft,  Sir,  I  never  yet  thought  the 
Prohibition  of  any  thing  made  it  finful,  but  on  the  contrary,  that 
the  Vicioufnefs  of  it  made  it  to  be  prohibited.  But  let  us  confult 
thofe  places  of  Scripture  which  feem  to  forbid  Plays,  and  fuch 
like  Shows,  and  try  to  explain  them,  not  as  we  pleafe,  but  by  the 
*  words  of  the  greateft  Doftors.  Albertus  Magnus ,  who  has  col - 
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lefted  all  thofe  PaITages,  fhall  give  us  the  Explanation  of  them? 
The  firft  which  he  mentions  is  that  of  St.  Paul,  who  feems  to  re¬ 
duce  all  thofe  Sports  to  immodefty  \  for  the  Apoftle  exhorting  men 
to  avoid  that  Sin,  exprefles  himfelf  thus,  i  Cor.  io.  As  fome  of 
them  fell  into  Impurity,  of  whom  it  is  written.  The  People  fat  dovon 
to  eat  and  drink ,  and  rofe  up  to  play.  The  fecond  is  taken  out  of 
Exodus ,  Chap.  32.  where  we  find  that  Dances  were  firft  invented 
before  Idols ,  and  by  this  they  prove  that  ’tis  an  idolatrous  Inftitu- 
tion,  to  excite  men  to  impurity.  The  third  is  that  of  Ifaiah ,  Chap.  3. 
who  in  the  Name  of  God  denounces  great  Threatnings  againft 
thofe  kind  of  Sports  Becaufe  the  Daughters  of  Zion  are  haughty ,  and 
walk  with  flretched  forth  Necks ,  and  wanton  Eyes ,  walking  and  tripping 
as  they  go,  and  making  a  tinkling  with  their  Feet :  Therefore  the  Lord 
will  fmite  with  a  fcab  the  crown  of  the  Head  of  the  Daughters  of  Zion,  &c. 
And  laftly,  ’tis  pretended  that  St.  Paul  includes  all  publick  Sights 
in  thofe  famous  words,  1  Thelf.  5.  22.  Abjlain  from  all  appearance 
of  Evil.  But  Albertus  Magnus  returns  this  Reply  to  all  thofe  PaITages, 
“  That  Dancing,  &c.  which  are  not  in  their  own  nature  evil, 
ct  may  become  fo  by  being  attended  with  thofe  unhappy  Circurn- 
<t  fiances  which  St.  Paul  is  to  be  underflood  to  fpeak  of :  That  ’tis 
tc  falfe  to  alfert  that  they  never  danc’d  but  before  Idols  and  that 
a  it  has  been  done  upon  other  occafions,  witnefs  Miriam  the  Sifter 
“  of  Mofes  and  Aaron,  whom  we  formerly  mention’d:  That  God 
u  by  the  Mouth  of  his  Prophet,  reproves  only  thofe  impudent  Ge- 
tc  ftures,  with  which  the  dancing  of  the  Jews  was  attended.  And 
“  laftly.  That  St.  Paul  forbids  even  the  appearance  of  real  Evil,  and 
tc  not  of  that  which  may  become  fo  by  Accident  and  bad  Circum- 
<c  fiances. 

But  you  will  fay,  If  Plays  are  good  in  themfelves,  why  are  the 
Aftors  of  them  noted  with  Infamy  in  Jufiinian  s  Inftitutes  ?  But 
pray  let  me  ask  you  a  Queftion  or  two  •,  Does  that  Soldier  fin  who 
runs  away  in  Battel  for  fear  of  being  kill’d  ?  Or  does  a  young  Wi¬ 
dow,  who  cannot  live  fingle,  commit  a  mortal  Sin  by  marrying 
a  fecond  Husband  before  her  year  is  up?  and  yet  the  fame  Book 
brands  both  of  them  with  a  note  of  Infamy,  and  a  thoufand  other 
Perfons  whofe  Actions  are  not  criminal.  ’Tis  therefore  a  very 
weak  Confequence  to  prove  the  finfulnefs  of  an  Aftion,  becaufe 
5tis  noted  as  infamous  :  Suppofe  it  true,  that  Players  were  infamous 
by  afting  on  the  Stage,  I  would  fain  know  why  the  Youth  of  the 
Univerfities,  and  other  Perfons  very  prudent,  apd  fometimes  of  the 
belt  Q^’.ality,  who  for  their  own  Diver fion,  and  without  fcandal  adt 
Parts  in  Play,  are  not  as  infamous  as  the  common  Players.  I  hope 
none  will  fay,  ’tis  becaufe  the  latter  aft  to  get  by  it,  whereas  the 
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others  do  it  for  their  Diverfion,  for  that  is  a  very  wretched  Argu¬ 
ment.  Suppofe  any  Aftion  be  evil  in  it  felf,  what  fignifi.es  it  whe¬ 
ther  a  Man  gets,  by  it  or  no  ?  It  will  ftill  be  evil,  and  no  Circum- 
ftance  can  alter  its  nature  :  So  that  as  a  perjur’d  Man,  or  a  Calum¬ 
niator,  branded  with  Infamy  by  the  Law  you  cited,  will  be  always 
infamous,  let  them  be  in  what  circumftances  foever  *,  fo  Plays  cannot 
be  reprefented  upon  any  occafion  or  motive  whatever,  without  in¬ 
curring  the  ftain  of  Infamy,  which  you  fay  is  call  upon  it»  But  to 
underftand  the  meaning  of  the  Laws,  ’tis  requifite  to  have  recourfe 
to  thofe  Doftors  who  have  expounded  them.  Pray  fee  what  the  fa¬ 
mous  Baldus  fays  on  this  Subjeft  ;  “  The  Players  who  aft  in  a  modefl 
“  way,  either  to  divert  themfelves  or  pleafe  others,  and  who  com- 
u  mit  nothing  againfl  good  Manners,  are  not  to  be  reputed  infamous* 
You  perceive  then  according  to  this  Commentator,  that  the  Infamy 
falls  only  on  thofe  who  aft  infamous  Plays. 

Since  time  changes  every  thing,  Men  of  Equity  ought  to  coniider 
things  in  the  time  wherein  they  are.  Were  not  the  Phyficians  them-* 
felves  turn’d  out  of  Rome  as  infamous  Perfons?  And  in  the  efteem 
wherein  now  they  are,  is  there  the  leafl  fign  of  their  Infamy  re¬ 
maining?  Why  then  fhould  any  Refleftion  flick  .on  fo  ingenious  a 
Profeffion,  which  in  France  (and  perhaps  elfewhere)  is  become  ra¬ 
ther  the  School  of  Virtue  than  that  of  Vice?  The  reafon  why  for¬ 
merly  Players  were  declar’d  infamous,  was  the  Infamy  fo  predominant 
in  the  Plays  which  they  afted,  and  the  Infamy  which  they  themfelves 
added  to  it  by  their  fhameful  way  of  afting.  But  now  fince  that? 
Reafon  is  out  of  doors,  without  doubt  its  Confequences  are  abolifh’d \ 
and  if  any  Confequences  are  to  be  drawn  from  it,  ’tis  that  Plays  be¬ 
ing  altogether  unblameable,  thofe  who  aft  them,  provided  they 
live  honeflly,  ought  not  to  be  reckon’d  among  the  number  of  dis¬ 
honourable  Perfons.  This  is  fo  far  true,  Chat  the  being  a  Player  does 
not  degrade  any  Man’s  Quality.  Floridor ,  who  is  faid  to  have  been  the 
greateft  Player  France  ever  had,  being  a  Gentleman  by  Birth,  was 
not  judg’d  unworthy  of  that  Title  upon  the  account  of  his  Profeffion: 
And  when  enquiry  was  made  about  the  falfe  Noblefs,  he  was  admit¬ 
ted  by  the  King  and  Council  to  make  out  the  truth  of  his,  which  by? 
right  of  Inheritance  defcended  to  his  Poflerity.  Thofe  of  the  Operay 
if  born  Gentlemen,  by  the  eftablifhment  of  that  Academy  of  Mu- 
fick,  are  not  to  lofe  their  Quality:  Now  are  there  Prerogatives  for 
the  one  which-are  not  to  be  allow’d  the  other  ?  And  if  there  be  any 
diflinftion  between  them,  have  not  all  Ages  determin’d  it  in  favor 
•of  Comedy,  fince.by  the  confentof  all  Nations,  Poetry  is  the  elder 
Sifter  of  Mufick  ? 

Several  Doftors  ( you  fay  )  or  at  leaft  fuch  as  pretend  to  be  fo* 
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ha vefhown  you  certain  Rituals,  which  forbid  the  Confeflors  to  ad- 
m  miller  the  Sacraments  to  Players,  which  they  confirm  by  the  Au¬ 
thority  of  feveral  Councils.  To  this  I.anfwer,  That  thofe  Rituals, 
and  the  Canons  of  thofe  Councils,  only  mean  it  of  fuch  Players  who 
aft  fcandalous  pieces,  or  who  aft  them  immodeltly.  But  let  thofe 
People  tell  you  what  difference  they  make  between  Stage-plays  and 
other  kinds  of  Sports  y  for  as  to  the  Rituals,  the  Canons,  the  Coun¬ 
cils,  &c.  they  make  none,  but  equally  prohibit  them  all.  Yet  your 
Doftors  who  talk  fo  loudly  of  the  Fathers  and  Councils,  do  not  lb 
fcrupuloufly  follow  their  Decifionsagainft  Gaming  and  other  Sports. 
We  find  that  the  Abbots,  Priefts,  Bi'lhops  and  Ecclefiafticks  make 
no  difficulty  of  playing,  and  pretend  that  all  the  Cenfures  of  the 
Fathers  ought  to  be  underftood  of  the  excefs  in  Sports,  and  not  of 
thofe  which  are  moderate,  and  us’d  without  much  application  to  pafs 
away  a  little  time.  Why  then  fliould  not  the  fame  thing  be  urg’d, 
and  the  fame  Indulgence  allow’d  in  behalf  of  Plays,  fince  we  find' 
fuch  a  Difpenfation  with  refpeft  to  other  Sports  ?  Befides,  fliould  you 
ask  the  Biffiops  and  Prelates  what  they  think  of  Plays,  they  would  de¬ 
clare,  that  when  they  are  modeft,  and  have  nothing  in  them  which 
wounds  Morality  and  Chriftianity,  they  do  not  pretend  to  cenfure' 
them.  And  even  if  they  were  filent  in  the  cafe,  one  may  guefs  at 
their  Opinion  by  their  Conduft,  fince  in  thofe  very  Dioceffies  where 
thofe  fevere  Rituals  are  us’d.  Plays  are  afted,  tolerated,  and  perhaps 
approv’d.  If  they  are  bad,  why  are  they  tolerated?  As  they  are 
afted  at  Parts,  I  fee  no  fault  in  them.  ’Tis  true,  I  cannot  pafs  a  de-1 
finitive  Judgment  upon  them,  fince  I  never  go  to  fee  them :  But  there 
are  three  very  eafy  ways  of  knowing  what  is  done  at  the  Theatres, 1 
and  I  acknowledg  that  I  have  made  ufe  of  all  three.  The  firft  is  to  in¬ 
form  one  felf  of  it  by  Men  of  Parts  and  Probity,  who  out  of  that  hor-  - 
ror  they  have  to  Sin,  would  not  allow  themfelves  to  be  prefent  at  thofe 
fort  of  Shows,  if  finful.  The  next  is,  tojudg  by  the  Confeflions  of ' 
thofe  who  go  thither  of  .the  evil  Effefts  which  Plays  produce  upon 
their  Minds.  The  third  is  the  reading  of  the  Plays:  and  I  proteit  ’ 
that  by  thefe  ways  I  have  not  been  able  to  difcover  the  lealt  appea-  1 
ranee  of  the  excefs  which  the  Fathers  with  fo  much  juftice  condemn’d 
in  Plays.  A  world  of  People  of  eminent  Virtue,  and  of  a  very  nice,  - 
not  to  fay  fcrupulous  Confcience,  have  been  forced  to  own  to  me  tha  £ 
the  Plays  on  the  French  Theatre  are  at  prefent  fo.pure,  that  there  is  > 
nothing  in  them  which  can  offend  the  chaffeit  Ear :  Every  day  at 
Court  the  Bilhops,  Cardinals,  and  Nuncio’s  of  the  Pope  make  no  .. 
fcruple  to  be  prefent  at  them  *  and  it  would  be  no  lefs  Impudence  > 
than  Folly,  to  conclude  that  all  thofe  great  Prelates  are  profane  Li¬ 
bertines,  fince.  they  authorize  the  Crime  by  their  prefence,.  ’Tis  ra- 
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ther  a  figiv  that  The  Plays  are  fo  pure  and  regular,  that  none  need  be 
afham’d  or  afraid  to  fee  them.  I  have  likewife  fometimes  made  a 
Refledion  (which  to  mefeems  of  fome  weight.)  Upon  calling  my 
Eyes  on  the  Bills  palled  up  at  the  corners  of  Streets,  wherein  all 
manner  of  Perfons  are  invited  to  come  to  the  Plays  which  are  aded 
by  the  King’s  Authority,  and  by  his  Majefty’s  Servants :  I  thought 
to  my  felf,  if  they  invited  People  to  fome  bad  Adion,  to  be  in  in° 
famous  places,  &c.  ’tis  certain  that  the  Magiftrates  would  be  fo  far 
fiom  allowing  the  publication  of  thofe  Bills,  that  they  would  fevere- 
ly  punifh  the  Authors  of  them,  who  abus’d  the  King’s  Authority, 
by  inviting  his  good  Subjeds  to  the  commiflion  of  fuch  Enormities. 
Therefore  concluded  I,  5tis  plain  that  Plays  are  not  fo  bad,  fince  the 
Magiftrates  do  not  put  them  down,  nor  the  Prelates  make  any  oppo- 
fition  to  them,  and  fince  they  ad  by  the  privilege  of  a  religious  Prince, 

1  who  would  not  by  his  prefence  authorize  a  Grime,  of  which  he 
would  be  more  guilty  than  others. 

As  to  Confefiions,  I  could  never  by  their  means  find  out  this  pre¬ 
tended  mifchief  of  Plays :  For  if  it  were  the  fource  of  fo  many  Crimes, 
it  would  from  thence  follow  that  the  Rich  who  frequent  the  Theatres, 
would  be  the  greateft  Sinners  *,  and  yet  we  find  that  ’tis  pretty  equal, 
and  that  the  Poor  who  never  faw  a  Play  are  as  guilty  as  the  Rich  of 
Anger,  Revenge,  Uncleannefs,  and  Pride.  I  would  therefore  ra¬ 
ther  conclude,  and  that  with  fome  reafon  too,  that  thofe  Sins  are 
the  effedsof  human  Weaknefs  or  Malice,  which  take  anoccafion  of 
finning  from  all  manner  of  Objeds  indifferently. 

As  to  the  reading  of  the  Plays  which  are  now  aded  in  France ,  I 
never  could  find  in  thbfe  I  have  perus’d,  any  thing  which  could  any 
ways  offend  Chriflianity  or  good  Manners.  The  greateft  fault  that 
can  be  found  in  them  is,  that  moft  of  the  Subjeds  are  taken  out  of 
Fables  \  and  yet  what  harm  is  there  in  that?  u  They  are  fuch  Fa- 
u  bles  out  of  which  may  be  taken  very  fine  Inftrudions  of  Morality, 
u  capable  of  infpiring  Men  with  a  love  of  Virtue,  and  a  deteftation 
“  of  Vice.  Thefe  are  the  words  of  a  very  great  Mart  (  Peter  Bifbop 
of  Blots )  who  maintains,  cc  That  ’tis  lawful  to  extrad  Truths  out 
tc  of  Heathen  Fables,  and  that ’tis  no  more  than  receiving  Arms 
4C  from  our  very  Enemies. 

To  leave  nothing  Unrefolv’d,  let  me  examin  the  Precautions  which 
the  Dodors  give  us  in  going  to  a  Play.  As  to  the  lawfulnefs  of  the 
Drama ,  St.  Thomas ,  St.  Bonaventwe ,  St.  Anton'me ,  and  above  aH 
Alhertus  Magnus  has  faid  that  in  all  Sports  we  ought  to  take  care  of 
three  things.  The  firft  i-s,  that  we  fhculd  not  feek  for  Pleafure  in 
immodeft  Words  or -Adions,  as  they  did  in  the  times  of  theAn- 
•tients:,  an  unhappy  Cuftom  which  Cicero  laments  in  thefe  words : 

There 
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There  is  a  kind  of  jetting  which  is  fordid,  infolent,  wicked,  and 
obfcene.  The  fecond  thing  we  are  to  take  care  of,  fays  Albertus^ 
is,  that  when  we  would  refrefn  our  Spirits,  we  ftiouid  not  entirely 
lofe  the  Gravity  of  the  Soul,  which  gives  St.  Ambrofc' occaiion  to  fay : 
u  Let  us  beware,  left  in  giving  our  Spirits  fome  Relaxation,  we 
u  lofe  the  harmony  of  our  Souls,  where  the  Virtues  form  an 
4C  agreeable  Confort.  'And*. the  third  Condition  required  in  our 
Sports,  as  well  as  in  all  the  other  Actions  of  our  Lives,  is,  .that  they 
be  futable  tothePerfon,  Time  and  Place,  and  regulated  by  all  the 
other  Circumftances  which  may  render  them  inoffenlive.  It  would 
be  eafy  for  me  to  prove  that  none  of  thefe  Qualifications  are  wanting 
to  the  Plays,  as. they  are  in  France  \  from  whence  you  ought  to  con¬ 
clude  that  they  are  good  and  allowable. 

After  all  I  have  fa  id  for  Plays,  you  cannot  quettion  but  they  ought 
to  be  fuch  as  are  free  from  all  immodeft  Speeches  and  Actions.  You 
have  told  me  your  felf,  that  the  Players  are  very  careful  of  this 
point,  and  that  they  would  not  fo  much  as  fuffer,  when  they  accept  of 
any  piece,  that  it  fhould  have  any  thing  in  it  indecent,  licentious,  equi¬ 
vocal,  or  the  leaft  word  under  which  any  poifon  might  be  conceal’d. 

We  have  very  fevere  Laws  in  Trance  againft  Blafphemers  •,  they 
are  bor’d  through  the  Tongue,  they  are  condemn’d  even  to  be 
burn’d :  and  fliould  we  carefs  the  Players,  or  give  them  any  privilege 
if  they  were  Blafphemers,  Libertines,  or  Profane  ? 

We  own,  fay  our  Reformers,  that  they  dare  not  openly  fpeak  any 
thing  that  is  profane,  nor  ad  upon  the  Stage  thofe  Infamies  which 
were  formerly  aded  there,  but  there  is  ftill  fomething  remaining  of 
its  primitive  Corruption  difguis’d  under  gay  Names.  Is  there  any 
Play  aded  now,  where  there  is  not  fome  Love-intrigue  or  other  ? 
where  the  Paffions  are  not  reprefented  in  all  their  light  ?  and 
where  mention  is  not  made  of  Ambition,  Jealoufy,  Revenge  and 
Hatred  ?  A  dangerous  School  for  Youth,  where  they  are  eafily  dis¬ 
pos’d  to  raife  real  Paffions  in  their  Hearts  by  feeing  feign’d  ones  re¬ 
prefented  !  Thefirft  Duty  of  a  Chriftian  is  tofupprefs  his  Paffions, 
and  not  to  expofe  himfelf  to  the  growth  of  them  j  and  by  a  necefla- 
ry  Confequence,  nothing  is  more  pernicious  than  that  which  is  capa¬ 
ble  of  exciting  them. 

A  fine  Speech  this  for  a  rigid  Declaimer,  but  not  found  enough  for 
an  equitable  Divine !  Is  there  no  difference,  think  ye,  between  an 
Adion  or  a  Word  which  may  by  accident  raife  the  Paffions,  and  thofe 
which  do  it  in  reality  ? 

The  laft  are  abfolutely  unlawful  and  unful  ^  and  tho  it  might  hap¬ 
pen  that  a  Man  might  be  unmov’d  by  them,  yet  we  are  oblig’d  to 
avoid  them,  becaufe  ’tis  only  by  chance  that  they  produce  net  their 

effed,. 
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effed,  whereas  iatheir  own  nature  they  are  always  attended  with 
•pernicious  Confequences.  But  for  thofe  Adions  and  Words  which 
may  by  accident  raife  the  Palfions,  we  cannot  juftly  condemn  them  j 
and  we  mail  even  fly  to  Defarts  to  avoid  them ;  for  we  cannot 
-walk  a  Step,  read  a  Book,  enter  a  Church,  or  live  in  the  World, 
without  meeting  with  a  thoufand  things  capable  of  exciting  the  Paf- 
'ilons.  Mult  a  Woman  becaufe  lhe  is  handfom  never  goto  Church, 
for  fear  of  exciting  the  Lull  of  a  Debauchee  ?  Muft  the  Great  in 
Courts,  and  the  Magiftrates  lay  afide  that  Splendor  which  is  becom¬ 
ing,  and  perhaps  necefiary  to  them,  for  fear  of  exciting  Ambiti¬ 
on,  and  a  defire  of  Riches  in  others  ?  Mult  a  man  never  wear  a  Sword 
for  fear  of  being  guilty  of  Murder  ?  This  would  be  ridiculous :  and 
tho  by  misfortune  a  Scandal  happen,  ^and  an  occafion  of  finning  be 
taken,  ’tis  a  PaJJive ,  not  an  Attive  Scandal,  (pardon  thofe  School- 
terms)  ’tis  an  Occafion  taken ,  not  given ,  which  kind  alone  we  are 
order’d  to  avoid  }  for  as  to  the  firfl,  ’tis  impoflible  to  avoid  it, 
and  fometimes,  to  forefee  it. 

All  Hiftories  (not  excepting  the  Bible)  make  ufe  of  fuch  words 
as  exprefs  the  Paflions,  and  relate  great  Adions  of  which  they  have 
been  the  Caufe.  And  will  it  be  a  Crime  to  read  Hiftory,  becaufe 
we  may  there  meet  with  fomething  which  may  be  an  occafion  of  our 
falling  ?  By  no  means,  unlefs  it  be  a  fcandalous,  profane  and  loofe 
Hiftory,  fuch  a  one  as  does  infallibly  ftir  up  dangerous  Palfions,  and 
then  ’tis  no  longer  an  occafion  taken,  but  given.  But  this  is  not  the 
Charaderof  our  Plays }  for  tho  they  fpeak  of  Love,  Hatred,  Am¬ 
bition,  Revenge,  and  the  like,  ’tis  not  done  with  an  Intention  of 
exciting  thofe  kinds  of  Palfions  in  the  Audience-,  nor  are  there  any 
fuch  fcandalous  Circumftances  in  them,  as  will  infallibly  produce 
fuch  mifchievous  Effeds  in  their  Minds.  Befides,  as  the  wife  Lycurgns 
faid,  Shall  we  deftroy  all  the  Vines,  becaufe  fome  men  get  drunk 
with  the  juice  of  the  Grape  ?  An  ill  ufe  has  and  may  be  made  of  the 
molt  Sacred  things,  fuch  as  are  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  confequent- 
lyof  the  molt  indifferent  and  leaft  ferious :  yet  neither  the  one  nor 
the  other  ought  to  be  forbidden,  unlefs  we  would  forbid  every  thing 
that  may  be  put  to  an  ill  life. 

As  to  the  fecond  Qualification  which  our  Cafuifts  require  in  Sports, 
which  is  to  avoid  breaking  the  Harmony  of  the  Soul  by  the  excefs 
and  length  of  our  Pleafures  \  it  may  be  faid,  that  neither  thofe  who 
go  to  Plays,  nor  thofe  who  compofe  them,  nor  thofe  who  ad  them, 
fo  far  unbend  their  Minds,  as  to  deftroy  that  juft  difpofition  of  Soul. 
As  for  the  firft,  they  have  their  Liberty  to  go  or  flay  away  and  af¬ 
ter  a  days  Labour,  two  Hours  of  Refrelhment  may  be  allow’d.  As 
for  the  Authors  and  Players,  whole  Profeflion  feems  to  be  one  conti¬ 
nued 
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ed  Ditferfion,  they  do  not  certainly  look  upon  their  Lives  to  bed  Play,' 
fince  they  have  other  ferious  Bufinefs  in  their  Families,  belides  the 
common  Duties  of  Chriftians  to  perform. 

As  for  the  circumftance  of  Time,  of  which  our  Cafuifts  would 
have  us  take  care,  it  is  obferved  in  France ,  where  they  never  a  d  but 
at  proper  Hours.  One  of  the  things  againft  which  the  Fathers  de¬ 
claim’d  the  molt  was,  the  time  of  ading  the  Plays }  they  lafted  the 
whole  day,  and  People  had  fcarce  any  time  to  go  to  Church.  Thus 
St.  Cbryfofiom  complains  j  u  That  the  Chriftians  in  his  time,  and 
11  in  his  Diocefs,  did  not  only  go  to  Plays,  but  were  fo  intent  up- 
Cl  on  them  that  they  ftaid  whole  days  at  thofe  infamous  Sights, 
<c  without  going  one  moment  to  Church.  St.  John  of  Damafcus 
condemn’d  the  fame  Excefs,  in  thefe  words,  ct  There  are  fever al 
“  Towns  where  the  Inhabitants  are  from  morning  to  night  Fealt- 
tc  ing  their  Eyes  with  all  manner  of  Sights,  and  in  hearing  always 
41  immodeft  Songs,  which  cannot  chufe  but  raife  in  their  Minds. 
tl  wicked  Defires.  Is  there  any  thing  to  be  found  like  this  in.  our 
Plays?  They  begin  at  five  or  fix  a  Clock,  when  Divine  Service  is 
over,  the  Prayers  and  Sermon  ended }  when  the  Church  Doors  are 
fhut,  and  People  have  had  time  enough  to  beftow  on  Bufinefs  and 
Devotion  j  and  they  end  about  eight  or  nine. 

As  for  the  Circumftance  of  Places,  ’tis  obferv’d  in  France  for, 
whereas  formerly  they  aded  in  Churches,  now  they  have  publick 
Theatres  for  the  purpofe. 

The  Circumftance  of  the  Perfons  is  alfo  obferv’d,  for  thofe  who 
Ad  are  civil  People,  who  have  undertaken  the  Employ,  and  gene¬ 
rally  behave  themfelves  in  it  with  Decency  at  leaft  there  are  as 
few  ill  Men  among  them,  as  in  other  Profefilons :  their  Vice  arifes 
from  their  own  corrupt  Nature,  and  not  from  the  State  or  ("ailing 
they  are  in,  fince  all  are  not  like  them.  I  have  convers’d,  and 
am  particularly  acquainted  with  fome  of  them,  who  out  of  the 
Theatre,  and  in  their  own  Families,  live  the  moft  exemplary  Life 
in  the  World:  and  you  have  told  me  your  felf,  that  all  of  them 
in  general,  out  of  their  common  Stock,  contribute  a  conliderable 
Sura  to  pious  and  charitable  Ufes  j  of  which  the  Magiftrates  and 
Superiors  of  the  Convents  could  give  fufficient  Teftimony.  1  que- 
ftion  whether  we  can  fay  as  much  of  thofe  zealous  Perfons  who  in¬ 
veigh  fo  loudly  againft  them. 

I  am  confcious,  Sir,  that  fome  People  will  blame  me  for  having  fol¬ 
low’d  the  mbft  favourable  Opinion  concerning  Plays  •,  for. ’tis  now 
the  Falhion  to  teach  an  Auftere  Dodrine,  and  not  to  pradife  it : 
but  I  allure  you  I  have  wholly  been  govern’d  by  Truth,  wilhing  ftill 

D  to 
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to  obferve  that  Father’s  Rule  who  directs  us  to  form  our  Anions 
by  the  moil  fevere  Opinions,  and  our  Do&rine  by  the  moft  indul¬ 
gent.  I  am, 

SIR ,  Yours,  &c. 

BY  this  judicious  Dijfertation ,  you  may  find  your  whole  defire  fatisfi - 
ed  :  You  fee  he  has  brought  the  Schoolmen  to  [peak  in  favour  of  the 
Drama,  and  has  explain’d  the  Invedives  of  the  Fathers  againfl  it,  fo  as 
to  make  them  on  its  fide.  H  bis  anfmr'd  the  mofl  material  Objedions 
which  can  be  brought  againfl  the  Stage ,  and  given  very  neceffary  Precau¬ 
tions  to  fuch  as  go  to  the  Play-houfes :  You  perceive  'tis  a  French  Divine  * 
£  Father  Caffaro,  Brother  to  the  Dike  of  — one  of  the  Romifh  Religion , 
who  has  given  us  his  Thoughts  in  this  Letter ,  and  ’tis  in  behalf  of  the 
Plays  aded  in  France  that  he  has  here  argu’d.  But  were  he  to  fee  our 
Engltfh  Stage,  he  would  never  fay  fuch  fine  things  of  it  unlefs  he  faw  it 
fiocktonly  with  Plays  and  Entertainments,  innocently  Diverting ,  and  fir  id¬ 
ly  Moral  j  as  thofe  which  you  have  hitherto  fo  fuccefsfully  publifE’d,  are 
generally  allow'd  to  be. 

Give  me  leave  before  I  conclude ,  to  thank  you  for  the  fight  of  - your 
Beauty  in  Diftrefs,  which  Yl  ajfure  you  pleas'd  me  fo  much  in  the  read¬ 
ing,  that  I  fcarce  imagin  how  it  can  yield  greater  fatisfadion  to  thofe  that 
fee  it  Aded.  Were  it  not  for  offending  you,  I  might  jufily  enlarge  my 
felf  in  its  Commendation  but  1  forbear,  fince  a  perufal  of  it  will  give  an 
Idea  of  it  much  above  what  can  be  faid  by7 

\ 

SIR 9 

Your  real  Friend  to 
ferve  you 


*  See  Journal  des  Scavans,  Paris.  Hiftaiie  des  Oavrage  des  Scavans,  Rocerdara  |: 
It  Oeuvres  de  BoujrCwJt. 
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To  my  Friend,  the  AVTHOR. 

y  |  I S  hard,  my  Friend,  to  write  in  fuch  an  Age, 

1  As  damns  not  only  Poets,  but  the  Stage. 

That  lacred  Art,  by  Heav’n  it  (elf  infus’d, 

Which  Mofes ,  David ,  Salomon  have  us’d. 

Is  now  to  be  no  more :  The  Mules  Foes 
Wou’d  fink  their  Maker’s  Praifes  into  Prole. 

Were  they  content  to  prune  the  lavifb  Vine 
Of  ftraggling  Branches,  and  improve  the  Wine, 

Who  but  a  mad  Mari  wou’d  his  Faults  defend  ? 

All  wou’d  fubmit ;  for  all  but  Fools  will  mend. 

But,  when  to  common  lenle  they  give  the  Lie, 

And  turn  diftorted  Words  to  Blafphemy, 

They  give  the  Scandal ;  and  the  Wife  difeern, 

Their  Glofles  teach  an  Age  too  apt  to  learn. 

What  I  have  loofly,  or  profanely  writ, 

Let  them  to  Fires  (their  due  delert)  coriimit. 

Nor,  when  accus’d  by  me,  let  them  complain : 

Their  Faults  and  not  their  Function  I  arraign; 

Rebellion,  worfe  than  Witchcraft,  they  purfu’d: 

The  Pulpit  preach’d  the  Crime ;  the  People  ru’d. 

The  Stage  was  filenc’d:  for  the  Saints  wou’d  lee 
In  fields  perform’d  their  plotted  Tragedy. 

But  let  us  firft  reform  :  and  then  lo  live, 

That  we  may  teach  our  Teachers  to  forgive. 

Our  Desk  be  plac’d  below  their  lofty  Chairs, 

Ours  be  the  Pra&ice,  as  the  Precept  theirs. 

The  moral  part  at  lead:  we  may  divide, 

Humility  reward,  and  punilh  Pride : 

Ambition,  Int’reft,  Avarice  accufe: 

Thefe  are  the  Province  of  the  Tragic  Mule. 

D  2  Thefe 
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Thefe  haft  thou  chofen ;  and  the  public  Voice 
Has  equai’d  thy  performance,  with  thy  choice. 

Time,  A&ion,  Place,  are  fo  preferv’d  by  thee 
That  ev’n  Corneille ,  might  with  envy  fee 
Th’ Alliance  of  his  tripled  Unity. 

Thy  Incidents,  perhaps,  too  thick  are  fown; 

But  too  much  Plenty  is  thy  fault  alone  : 

At  leaft  but  two,  can  that  good  Crime  commit ; 

Thou  in  Defign,  and  Wycherley  in  Wit. 

Let  thy  own  Gauls  condemn  thee  if  they  dare ; 
Contented  to  be  thinly  regular. 

Born  there,  but  not  for  them,  our  fruitful  Soil 
With  more  Increale  rewards  thv  happy  Toil, 

Their  Tongue  infeebled,  is  refin’d  fo  much. 

That,  like  pure  Gold,  it  bends  at  ev’ry  touch : 

Our  fturdy  Teuton,  yet  will  Art  obey. 

More  fit  for  manly  thought,  and  ftrengthen’d  with  Allay 
But  whence  art.  thou  infpir’d,  and  Thou  alone 
To  fljurifh  in  an  Idiom,  not  thine  own? 

It  moves  our  wonder,  that  a  foreign  Gueft 
Shou’d  over-match  the  moft,  and  match  the  beftv 
In  underpraifing,  thy  Deferts  I  wrong  : 

Here,  find  the  firft  deficience  of  our  Tongue : 

Words,  once  my  flock,  are  wanting  to  commend 
So  Great  a  Poet,  and  fo  Good  a  Friend. 


JOHN  VXVVEN. 
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P  R.  O  L  O  G  II  E. 

Enter  a  Player. 

Play.  Gentlemen,  1  am  (ent  to  acquaint  you,  that,  byreafonof 
an  Accident,  there  can  be  no  Prologue  [poke  today',  but  the  Play 
will  begin  immediately . 

Enter  Mr.  Bovren. 

Mr.  Bowen.  TTOw’s  that?  No  Prologue?  go,  this  mull  not  be ; 

n  I’ll  rather  fpeak  one  now  extempore.  [ Exit  Player . 

Stay :  How  lhall  I  begin  ? - 1  have  it  now - 

Gallants ! - Hold  !  Vsorgot  to  make  my  Bow. 

Gallants,  Our  Author- - Ay,  that’s  well  begun. 

Our  Author— To- - For - hold,  I  can’t  go  on : 

This  Modefty  does  ft-rangely  balk  a  Man. 

Why  Ihould  I  ltrive  to  help  thefe  Tragic  A&ors? 

Hang  ’em,  they  make  you  dull,  like  any  Do&ors. 

Well,  if  for  nothing  but  grave  Stuff  you’re  all, 

I  too  will  rant,  and  tofs  my  awful  Head , 

Till  from  the  Battlements  of  yon’  high  Wad 
The  Mob  look  pale  to  fee  me  look  fo  red. 

But  what  lhall  I  fay  next  ? - O !  Stay,  I’ve  got 

The  Epilogue  I’ll  fpeak  \t  now.  Why  not  ?  * 

More  Poet- Bays  than  one,  when  all  things  fai^ 

Turn  thus  the  Tail  to  Head,  and  Head  to  Tail. 

I  hate  to  fneak  in,  and  be  hill  away, 

Begging  for  Mercy,  when  you’ve  damn’d  the  Playr 
Prompter,  take  th’  Epilogue,  and  prompt  me  right 
We’re  always  damn’d  imperfeft  the  firft  night.  {The  Prompter  takes’ a 
Prompter *  Y  ouVe  feen  the-  Play.  Paper  from  him ,  and 

Mr.  Bo.  How’s  that  ?  retires  to  prompt. 

Prom.  You’ve  feen  the  Play, 

Mr.  Bo.  You’ve  feen  the  Play !  Why,  that  won’t  do?  But  ftay. 
We’l  let  that  pafs^  if  you  han’t  feen’t,  you  may. 

\Vhat’s  next? 

Prom.  You  think - <- 

Mr.  Bo.  You  think  your  time  milpent  y 
But  know,  ’twas  ftudied  to  be  play’d  in  Lent  y  , 

A-  ’ 
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A  time  when  fome  of  you  fo  nice  were  grown, 
Y’,abllain’d  from  ev’ry  kind  of  Flelh,  but  one. 

You  Topers,  leaving  Wine,  to  grow  devout. 

Got  only  drunk  in  Darby,  Punch  and  Stout. 

Nay  ev’n  we  Players,  not  over-godly  neither. 

Failed  the  week,  that  none  of  you  came  hither. 

But  that’s  no  Faft  to  what  poor  Poets  fear. 

If  his  Play’s  damn’d,  he  keeps  Lent  all  the  year. 

Now  you,  inltead  of  falling,  went  to  Ipark  it. 

To  race,  cock,  bet;  and  lofe  by  Stiff- Dick  at  New  Market, 
While  drooping  here  we  did  your  Lofs  condole, 

Tugging  with  Viva  viva  Barbacole. 

So  We  laid  this  Play  by,  when  you  were  gone. 

For  you  Sparks  now  to  mortify  upon 
You  know  a  Reformation’s  coming  on. 

Then  bear  thefe  moral  Scenes  with  Relignation, 

T’inure  you  to  be  ween’d  from  darling  Fornication. 


The  EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

*  -  • .  / , 

POys’ning  and  fiabbing  you  have  feen  me  fcape , 

And,  what  you  think  no  mighty  thing ,  a  Rape  : 

But  can  poor  Poet  fcape ,  like  richer  Drudges , 

The  dreadful  Votes  of  hvs  five  hundred  Judges  ? 

He  bat  no  Epilogue.  What  fhall  he  do  ? 

H'a/s  fent  me  a  Petition  here  for  you . 

ThaPs  it - Cry ’  Mercy !  ThaPs  a  Billetdoux. 

[She  pulls  out  a  Paper,  and  puts  it  up  in  hafte  j  then  pulls  out  a  Petition,  and  reads  it.] 

Reads.  To  you  great  Wits,  dread  Critics,  nicell  Beaux  ? 

Gay  Sparks  with  borrow’d  Wit,  and  Masks  with  borrow’d 
You,  who  to  chat  or  ogle  fill  yond’  Benches,  QClothes  !* 
Or  tempt  with  Love  our  modelt  Orange  Wenches ! 

Rakes, 


Reads. 
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Rakes,  Cuckolds,  Cits,  Squires,  Cullies  great  and  fmalH 
I  think,  Sirs ,  this  Petition's  to  you  aO.  thk  'line  of 

The  trembling  Author,  by  this  Ihort  Petition  for felfi 

Moft  humbly  fhows,  he’s  in  a  fad  condition  :  ’ 

Doom’d  to  be  thought  profane,  or  write  dull  Trafl) 

Venture  Damnation,  or  fome  ZealotVLalh:  * 

H’as  chofe  to  truft  your  Clemency  to  live,  * 

For  well  he  knows,  that  fometimes  you  forgive. 

Then  fpare  thefe  Scenes,  and  let  all  People  fee  * 

Plays  may  be  lik’d,  yet  grave  and  moral  be. 

Seem  pleas’d  and  edifi’d  to  go  away, 

And  your  Petitioner  lhall  never  pray _ 

Without  remembring  you  and  his  third  day. 

,  [ Here  ends  the  Petition^ 

Novo,  Sirs ,  7  d  know  what  you  would  have  him  ask  ? 

'As  for  you  Rakes ,  that's  no  uneafy  Task ,  *  C 

Good  Wine  for  you,  full  Pockets ,  and  a  Mask.  J 

And  for  you.  Masks,  fill  in  your  Pray'rs - but  flay 

Who  ever  knew  a  Vizard  Mask  to  pray  ?  ’ 

For  Cits,  he  Jhou'd  ask  Trade  ■,  for  Courtiers,  Places  5 
For.  Squires,  more  Wit  *,  and  for  you.  Beaux'  more  Graces 
Ktnd  trufiing  Taylors,  full  Wigs,  and  new  Faces  ;  * 

And  for  you.  Jockeys,  better  luck  at  Races  : 

For  Sharpers  wealthy  Bubbles,  and  much  Play  * 

For  Souldiers,  no  more  fighting,  and  full  Pay. 

But  ' twere  in  vain  to  mention  ev'ry  Head, 

Iguefs  a  Poet's  Pray'rs  are  quickly  f aid ;  ' 

He  feldom  prays  but  to  avoid  bis  Curfe, 

An  empty  Play-houfe ,  and  an  empty  Purfe. 

Tet,  Ladies,  for  your  Smiles  Ours  chiefly  prays  .* 

You  make  a  Mufe ,  and  ev'ry  Spirit  raife. 

Grace  this  firfi  Offspring  of  his  Tragic  rein 
With  one  kind  Smile ,  that's  his  mofi  valu'd  Gain. 


MEN. 

Mr.  Betterton.  Don  FIN  CENT  10  difguis’d  like  a 

Black,  by  the  Name  of  MO  (2 {A  T. 
In  love  with  Placentia . 

Mr. Verbruggen.  \1C  AP  'D  0,  in  love  with  Placentia , 

contracted  to  Laura . 

Mr .Kpafton.  D.  FERDINAND  Governor  of  Lisbon, 
Mx.Hodgfon.  D.  F  ABIANO  his  Son  in  love  with 

Placentia . 

Mr.  Arnold.  ZEMETy  a  Black,  Fincentio's  Servant. 
Captain  of  a  Brigantine. 

His  Lieutenant. 

Two  Monks.  Bravoes*  Sailors. 
Guards.  Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Mrs. Barry.  LAUtf^A  a  Widow  Lady,  privately 

contracted  to  Ricardo. 

Mrs  .'Bracegirdle.  P  L  A  CEN  XI  A. 

Mrs.  Moore. '  MO  PAELLA. 

Mrs.  Prince.  MELINDA . 

Lauras  two  Children,  Women,  <&c. 


SCENE 

An  Antichamber  in  D.  Fincentio’s  Houfe  in  Lisbon. 
The  Time  of  A&ion  from  5  to  8  in  the  Evening. 


Beauty  in  Difirefs :  /u 

TRAGEDY. 


A  C  T  I. 


' The  Scene  throughout  tJ?e  Tlaji  is  an  Anti  Chamber, 


Enter  Vincentio  in  a  Moor ifh-D rej. y,  his  Skin  black'd  over , 
ajfuming  the  Name  of  Morat.  Zemet  his  Servant. 

Mor.  A  H !  poor  Vincentio ,  alter’d  more  by  Paffions  (thee? 

Than  by  this  new  Difguife,  who  no  w  cou’d  know 
Thou’rt  grown  a  Strange  to  thy  very  fel£ 

’Tis  fcarce  a  Year  fince  I  fled  hence  to  Africa 
But  oh!  how  Sorrow,  Sicknefs,  and  Fatigue, 

And  moft  my  anxious  Love,  fince  that,  have  chang’d  me. 

I  doubt  I  wear  this  borrow’d  Black  and  Drefs 
Rather  to  try  Placentia ,  thus  unknown. 

Than  to  reclaim  and  fave  my  wicked  Brother. 

Zemet.  You’re  but  too  kind  to  him,  my  Lord.  I  hear, 

That  when  a  fatal  Duel  forc’d  you  hence. 

He  flab’d  the  Friend  who  ftrove  to  get  your  P.  don. 

To  hinder  your  Return. 

Mor.  With  what  unnat’ral  J.oy,  he,  in  the  Morning, 

Heard  us  confirm  the  Tidings  of  my  Death ! 

Zem.  My  Lord,  if  he’s  as  wicked  as  he’s  thought* 

’Twou’d  have  been  ill  in  him  to  have  done  better. 

E- 
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Bad  Men  ftill  aft  them  (elves  in  ev’ry  thing  that’s  bad. 

And  are  not  to  be  blam’d  for  barb’rous  Aftions, 

More  than  the  Beafts  of  Prey  for  Cruelty  : 

Nor  is  it  for  their  Vices,  but  their  Natures, 

We  fhou’d  deftroy  ’em  both. 

Mor.  Yes,  he’s  my  Shame ; 

But  Bill  my  Brother ;  therefore  yet  a  while 
Let  Lisbon  think  me  dead,  as  I’m  reported. 

In  this  Dilguife  I  thought  fit  to  confirm  it ; 

For,  fiiou’d  they  think  I  live,  the  King  wou’d  never 
Grant  him  his  Pardon  for  Don  Carlos  Murther. 

Zem.  It  feems  he’s  fure  of  it,  for  he  has  left 
The  Sanftuary,  and  lords  it  in  your  Houle. 

Mo.  Upon  the  confirmation  of  my  Death, 

The  King  has  fign'd  the  Warrant  for  his  Pardon  ; 

So  to  prevent  th’  Extinction  of  our  Name, 

Which  Royal  Gratitude  ftill  makes  him  value. 

Then  let  him  revel,  till  the  Seals  are  paft. 

As  a  foie  Brother  in  my  large  Eftate  ; 

That  done,  I  will  revive,  a  fevere  check 
On  all  his  future  Life. 

Zem.  I  wilh  yours  be  fecure,  my  Lord! 

Tools  of  Deftruftion  ftill  ftand  ready  preft 

To  a  bad  hand,  and  Murther  watches  fure.  *— 

Then,  give  me  leave  to  fear. 

Mo.  I’ll  keep  Prevention’s  Eye  upon  the  Watch  f 
But  I  difdain  to  fear.  For  Death  muft  come. 

And  ’tis  no  matter  when :  Once  in  the  Grave, 

Long  Life  and  Ihort  are  both  become  the  fame. 

Death  levels  all :  Age,  Beauty,  Wealth,  and  Titles, 

Lye  undiftinguifh’d,  huddled  up  together. 

And  none  complain  of  what,  or  when,  or  how. 

Oh !  I  cou’d  wi/h  my  Duft  with  thy  dead  Parents 
Lay  blended  in  one  Urn  on  Africli s  Shore, 

Rather  than  languifh  thus  in  hopelefs  Love, 

And  fee  my  Father’s  Glory 
Turn  rally  in  this  Brother. 

Zem.  Ah !  my  Lord, 

That  rafts  not,  fince  it  Ihines  fo  bright  in  you. 

Mor.  Zemet,  no  more.  I  here  expeft  Placentia ; 

This  is  her  way  from  Chappel — - ~r- 

See,  fire  comes.. — —  Withdraw.  [  Exit  Zemefc 

She  comes,  and  weeps  for  me, 

For  the  falfe  News  I  brought  her.  Cruel  Fate, 

Deal  me  kfs  Pity,  and  fome  Love- 


Enw- 
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Placentia  Weeping. 

Mor.  to  himfelf. ]  I  fhiver  — - 

How  my  Heart  beats!  Ev’n  thro’  this  hue,  I  fear. 

She’ll  read  my  Soul’s  Diforder - Now  I  burn. 

Let  Love  be  drawn  no  more  with  golden  Darts, 

But  arm’d  with  Fires :  I  feel  him  in  my  Veins. 

How  fhall  I  fpeak  ? 

Plac.  Oh !  gen’rous  Don  Vincentio , 

As  foon  fhall  I  forget  my  felf  as  thee. 

Mo.  ajide. ]  Now,  by  my  Love,  there’s  Life  in  that  kind  Sorrow ; 
It  bids  me  hope,  and  fpeak.  • 

To  her.']  Why,  Madam,  will  you  lavifh  thus  your  Tears 
On  my  dead  Friend  ?  He  ne’re  cou’d  gain  your  Love ; 

Yet,  if  departed  Souls  fee  things  on  Earth,* 

'Placentia  is  Vincentio  s  prefent  Object, 

And  not  one  Tear  fhe  fheds  but  he  mull  prize 
At  a  much  greater  Value  than  his  Life. 

Plac.  Can  I  do  lefs  than  weep  for  that  brave  Lord  ? 

Oh !  Sir,  you  were  a  Stranger  to  his  worth. 

Mor.  No,  Madam ;  none  cou’d  know  Vincentio  better 
Than  did  Mor  at ;  and  you  will  think  fo  too. 

When  I  relate  fome  Paffages  he  told  me. 

He  faid,  you  were  theCaufe  of  all  thofe  Sighs 
He  had  betray’d  fo  often,  and  I  pitied  $  1 
He  faid,  fuch  Beauty  and  fuch  Cruelty 
Ne’re  met  in  one  before ;  and  yet  methinks 

Your  Tears  and  Sorrow  contradict  his  Words - 

Ajide.]  If  I  talk  long,  I  fhall  betray  my  felf. 

Plac.  Since  my  beft  Lord  (for  fo  I  always  call’d  him) 

Made  you  no  Stranger  to  thofe  humble  Thoughts, 

The  only  Blemifh  of  his  noble  Life, 

I  will  a  little  clear  that  paffage  to  you  — 

His  Vertuous  Mother,  for  what  Caufe  I  know  not. 

Took  me  from  humble  Birth,  to  breed  me  as  her  Child. 

Mor.  Madam,  he  told  me  this,  and  that  his  Mother 
Had  made  your  Fortune  equal  to  her  Daughters ; 

Commanding  him  to  fee  you  nobly  married,  or  a  Nun. 

But  Love,  he  faid,  doubled  that  Pious  Charge, 

And  he  ne’er  wifh’d  for  any  Wife  but  you. 

Oh !  why  did  you  refufe  to  make  him  happy  ? 

Plac.  To  clear  my  felf  to  you.  I’ll  tell  you  that 
Which  fhou’d  not  be  reveal’d,  were  he  ftill  living. 

E  2  Mor. 
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Mor.  ajide.']  Now  I  begin  to  tremble. 

Vlac.  His  Mother  found  out  that  unhappy  Love  j 
And,  left  it  fhou’d  di/honour  his  great  Name, 

Taught  me  t’obey  him,’  as  my  Lord  and  Brother  ; 

But  charg’d  me,  as  I  tender’d  Heav’n,  my  Soul, 

Her  Memory,  or  any  Thing  that’s  Sacred, 

I  ne’re  ftiou’d  marry  him. 

Mor.  ajide .]  Oh !  Patience  Heav’n ! 

Vlac.  This  was  her  daily,  and  her  laft  Requeft; 

And,  that  I  might  Religioufly  perform  it, 

Refolving  with  my  felf  a  fingle  Life, 

I  folemnly  did  fwear.  Never  to t wed  above  my  humble  Births 
Mor.  afideT]  ’Twill  be  in  vain  to  live  after  this  Story. 

Oh !  Mother-— you  mix’d  the  worft  of  Curfes  with  that  Breath 
That  gave  your  wretched  Son  his  lateft  Bleffing. 

Vlac.  You’re  ftrangely  mov’d'! - But  fee  Ricardol 

I  wou’d  ftiun  him. 

Enter  Ricardo.  Servants  after  him. 

Ric.  You  were  my  Brother’s  Servants ;  I  difmifs  you - - 

Vlacentia ,  ftay. 

Ser%>.  My  Lord,  our  Wages. 

Ric.  Do  Men  like  me  pay  Wages  ? 

Sen i.  My  Lord - 

-  Ric.  Talk  with  my  Steward !  hence !  Be  gone !  [Ex.  Servants.: 
Well,  Madam  ? 

Vlac.  My  Lord. 

Ric.  So  fcornful  ftill !  I  will  no  longer  bear  it. 

Vla.aji. ]  How  I  dread  his  vile  Love,  fince  now  he’s  Mafter  here! 
Ric.  How  now,  Mor  at  ?  What,  you’ve  been  talking  now 
Of  my  dead  Brother,  and  the  Creature  weeps. 

’Tis  true,  the  humble  Fop  indulg’d  her  Pride 
With  honourable  Love,  tho’  ftill  ihe  fcorn’d  him. 

Mo.  afi. ]  Hold !  Patience  yet !  Thus  moft  Heirs  treat  the  Dead. 

! To  Rici]  My  Lord,  I  was  your  Brother's  worthlefs  Friend, 

And  know  how  much  he  did  efteem  this  Lady, 

As  I  believe,  not  without  due  defert. 

Ric.  Oh,  dull  Mor  at !  thou  doft  not  know  this  Trifle  j 
Thou  art  a  Moor,  and  look’ft  on  outward  Toys, 

Fine  Cloaths  and  Jewels  $  why,  thefe  Things  are  mine  ; 

I’ll  ftrip  her  of  ’em  all,  if  fhe  confents  not 
To  yield  to  my  Embraces. 

Mor.  My  Lord,  I  fancy  ’tis  not  in  your  Power. 

Ric. 


Ric.  Hark  you,  Morat ;  I  fuffer’d  you  my  Houfe 
For  the  good  News  this  Morning  you  confirm’d. 

But  ne’re  believe  I  made  you  of  my  Council. 

Mor.  No ;  if  you  had,  I  ihou’d  advife  you  better 
Than  thus  to  forfeit  all  your  Houfe’s  Honour 
By  moft  ignoble  A&ions. 

Ric.  How’s  this.  Slave  ? 

Mo.  By  all  my  former  Honour,  that  Name  Slave,' 

Did  got  you  /hare  your  noble  Brother’s  Blood, 

Shou’d  coft  the  deareft  Drop  about  your  Heart. 

Ric.  Sure,  he’s  run  mad - Out  of  my  Houfe,  thou  Frenzy. 

Mor.  I  will  not  ftir. 

Your  Brother  made  me  Joynt-Executor 
With  this  fair  Lady  ;  I’ll  foon  prove  his  Will, 

And  till  I’ve  feen  it  all  perform’d.  I’ll  ftay. 

Ric.  You  mean,  till  th’  Inquifition  feizes  you. 

Do  you  not,  Moor  ?  you  two  Executors ! 

Mor.  Laugh  not  too  faft,  my  Lord  :  Your  Inquifition 
Can’t  fright  me ;  for  thoi  my  Completion’s  black, 

My  Soul  is  white  and  Chriftian,  which,  I  fear. 

The  Holy  Font  has  not  made  yours. 

Ric.  Infolent  Slave !  who  waits !  what  hoa !  not  one 
Of  my  new  Train  to  rid  me  of  this  Moor  ? 

Nay,  then  I’ll  do’t  my  felf. 

[Draws,  Mor.  clofes  with  him ,  and  difarms  him „ 
Mor.  Inholpitable  Wretch ! 

Plac.  Hold!  help!  help! 

Mor.  Here,  take  your  Sword,  and  put  it  up,  proud  Lord, 

But  oh  !  infult  no  further,  if  you’d  live. 

[Gives  him  back  his  Sword. 

Enter  Servants  and  Zemet 

Ric.  ajide. ]  Difarm’d  !  and  by  a  Moor !  But  he’s  not  worth 
A  fecond  Danger.  I’ve  fome  trufty  Bravo's, 

Who  fafely  fhall  corret  his'fnfolence. 

To  his  Servant  s.~]  Hence,  Slaves!  there’s  now  no  need  of  you. 

Exeunt  Servants  and  Zemet. 
Mor.  My  Lord,  yet  think  from  what  great  Stock  you  fprung, 
And  how  a  Nobleman  Ihou’d  feep  that  Name  : 

’Tis  not  “to  be  preferv'd  by  dead  Mens  A&ions  5 

You  muft  have  living  Vertues,  or ’tis  loft—— - 

Come,  I  perceive  that  you  attend  with  fhame 
My  too  fevere  Reproof,  and  I  repent  it ; 


I’ll  leave  you  to  repent  too  for  the  Caufe. 

Madam,  fome  other  Time  I’ll  wait  on  you.  [ Exit  Morat. 
P/«.  afide,}  A  brave  good  Man,  well  worth  Vincmtios  Friend- 
and  going.  $  ri^,.  (%>•' 

Ri.  Stay,  fcornful  Thing. 

Fla.  I  muft  not. 

Ri.  Muft  not  ? 

Fla.  No  —  you've  forfeited  at  laft  all  the  Refpetft  I  ow’d  you. 
Ri.  Yes,  you  {hall  ftay :  I’ll  know  whatyou’ve  been  hatching. 
That  I’m  thus  brav’d  with  a  forg’d  Will.  ’Tis  vain: 

Your  Reign  is  out ;  The  Fool  my  Brother’s  dead. 

And  I’ll  command  what  hitherto  I  begg’d. 

You’re  now  my  Ward,  my  Prifoner  if  I  pleafe : 

You’re  not  in  thofe  cold  Climes,  where  Maids  and  Wives 
Rove  where  they  pleafe,  as  Ihamelels  as  unqueftion’d. 

To  wrong  the  dull  contented  Herd  of  Men. 

If  you’ll  be  paid  my  Mother’s  Legacy, 

That  lavifh  Gift,  a  Portion  for  a  Princefs, 

Your  proud  pretended  Vertue  laid  afide. 

Meet  my  Embraces  willingly  to  morrow. 

Or  foon  by'Force  you  {hall.  Till  then  think  of  it. 

Fla.  I’ll  think  on  Daggers  for  the  Ravifher, 

To  cool  his  Fires,  or  fave  my  felf  from  Ihame. 

Yes,  ev’n  the  fam’d  Lucntia  I’ll  out-vye  ;  ) 

Not  let  the  Tar  (gain  force  the  brutal  Joy,  > 

But  kill  him  firft,  or  with  my  Honour  dye.  j  Exit  Placen. 

Ri.  Thou  fir’ft  me  fo,  that  for  Revenge 
I  cou’d — I  cou’d  even  marry  thee,  young  Fury. 

But  at  a  cheaper  Rate  I’ll  eafe  my  Rage : 

She  and  my  Sifters  harden  one  another 
In  rigid  Coynefs,  and  in  hate  of  me. 

But  they  {hall  Wed,  and  leave  this  Houfe  to  morrow ; 

Then  by  Wiles,  Threats,  or  Force,  I’ll  deal  with  t’other. 

Who  waits  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  ! 

Ric.  Call  both  my  Sifters. 

Serv.  Yes,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Servant. 

Ric.  I  muft  prepare  ’em  to  receive  new  Lovers  $ 

Tho’  now  few  Women  need  fuch  Preparations. 


Enter 


Enter  Morelia  and  Melinda. 

Ric.  Still  weeping! 

D’  you  grieve  at  my  good  Fortune  ?  Come,  I’ve  got 
Young  Husbands  for  you  :  That,  I  take  to  be 
The  mreft  way  to  dry  a  Virgin’s  Tears. 

To  morrow  Don  Fabiano  fhall  be  yours, 

Morelia ;  and  Don  Paulo  yours,  Melinda. 

Mel.  ajidel]  His  lewd  Friend  Paulo ! 

Morel.  Fabiano !  poor  Placentia' s  Lover ! 

Ric.  What,  Dumb  ?  Are  they  not  Noble,  Rich,  and  Young? 
Morel.  Oh !  Let  us  hear  of  nothing,  Sir,  but  Grief. 

Alas !  we  cannot  even  think  of  thofe 

My  Brother’s  Choice  defign’d  us  once  for  Husbands.  • 

Ric.  You  need  not :  For,  their  hopes,  like  him,  muft  dye. 
No  more — Compofe  your  Looks  to  meet  my  Friends. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Don  Ferdinand,  My  Lord,  is  juft  a  lighting 
Ric.  ajide.  The  Governor!  He  brings  his  Son  Fabiano  ! 

I’ll  meet  him - Sifters  ftay  till  I  return.  [Exit  Ric.  and  Ser v. 

Morel.  Oh !  difmal  News !  now  we  indeed  are  wretched. 
Compleatly  wretched.  Alas  poor  Vincentio ! 

How  foon  we  feel  thy  Lofs,  thou  beft  of  Brothers ! 

r 

Enter  Placentia. 

A 

Plac.  Dear  Orphan  Ladies,  let  us  mingle  Sorrows. 

Alas,  I’m  an  unhappy  Orphan  too. 

Like  you,  methinks,  I  mourn  a  Brother’s  Lofs, 

And  what’s  yet  more,  a  Friend’s. 

Morel.  A  Friend’s  indeed !  alas,  my  Dear,  I  doubt 
Your  Tears,  like  ours,  will  flow  from  feveral  Springs. 

I’m  bid  to  wed  to  morrow  your  Fabiano. 

Plac.  Hah!  But  why  am  I  ftartled  and  diforder’d  ? 

Tho’,  to  my  Soul’s  eternal  dear  Difquiet, 

We  love  each  other,  ev’n  to  meer  Diftradtion, 

My  hopes  are  loft,  for  I  muft  keep  my  Vow. 

I  wifh  a  mutual  Love  might  link  your  Fates. 

Morel.  Oh !  wifh  not  this,  my  Dear,  my  Heart  is  fix'd : 

.Don  Philip,  or  a  Cloy.fter, 


Enter 


Enter  Don  Ferdinand,  D.  Fabiano,  Ricardo. 

Vlac.  Fabiano,  with  his  Father !  Oh  my  Heart ! 

I  muft  not  flay  ;  yet  I  am  rooted  here. 

Ric.  Sifter  Morelia,  let  my  Lord  be  us’d 
As  his  great  Merit,  and  my  Choice  deferve. 

Ferd.  Son,  fcorn  Ignoble  Love !  See  there  your  bettef  Fate. 

f-^Let’s  not  feem  to  obferve  ’em,  while  he  whiners 

Kis  firft  Love-Complement.  All  infancies  are  ba/hful. 

And  that  of  Love  is  moft. 

Via.  ajide.]  Amazement !  fure  he  loves  her!  how  they  whifper ! 
What  do  I  feel?  his  more  than  Love;  his  Jealoufie,  I  fear. 

Am  I  then  Jealous  ?  What,  of  him  I’d  lofe  ? 

I  will  not :  Sure  he  came  in  hopes  to  fee  me. 

Away,  curftjealoufie Thou  needlefs  Phyfick, 

That  turn’ll  our  Health  to  voluntary  Sicknefs, 

I  dafii  thee  from  me  like  a  Poyfbn - yet  I  will  look. 

Mtl  ajide  to  Plac. ]  My  Dear,  you’re  Jealous? 

PA.?  Not  atall-yet  I  mull  gaze-I’m  rack.’d-I  cannot  bear  it. 
ajide.  5  _  Exit  Placentia. 

Mel,  ajide.}  I  muft  follow  her.  [  Exit  Mel. 

Fetd.  What’s  that  bright  Vifion  which  now  /hot  from  hence. 
Swift  as  a  Star  ? 

Ric.  A  falling  one,  a  glaring  fatal  Meteor, 

The  worthlefs  Creature  of  my  Mother’s  Favour, 

Her  Fortune  ample,  but  her  Birth  unknown. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  a  fair  Dellrudion  ! 

I  blu/h  to  own  I’ve  heard  my  Son  was  dazled 
By  her  deluding  Beams.  This  made  me  haften 
To  fix  him  quickly  in.  a  nobler  choice  ; 

W  hich  was  my  Motive  to  demand  your  Sifter 
When  I  engag  d  to  get  your  Pardon  fign’d. 

Fa.  ajide  to  Moreld]  Madam,  you  know  the  tye  upon  my  Heart, 
The  longings  of  my  Soul,  Placentia  s  Love : 

My  Truft  in  your  kind  Pity  brought  me  hither. 

Which  all  my  Father’s  Threats  cou’d  fcarce  have  done. 

Then  let’s  retire,  lince  by  your  gen’rous  Suff’rance 
I  may  fee  her  once  more  :  For,  if  I  ftay, 

I  /hall  ad  Love  fo  id,  it  will  betray  us.  [Ex.  Fa.  and  Morel. 
Ric.  She’s  his,  My  Lord :  The  Conqu’ror  leads  his  Prize. 

Ferd.  ajide. ]  No  w,  as  I  love  bright  Honour,  this  fight  charms  me. 
And  makes  my  Age,  in  fpight  of  Time,  run  back. 

’Tis 


’Tis  true,  this  Lord  has  dimm’d  his  Houfe’s  Glory ;  t 
But  now  I  hope  ’twill  clear.  High  Birth,  tho’  clouded 
With  fa/hionable  Vices,  will  at  laft 
Exert  it  felf  and  /hine. 

Enter  a  Servant  to  Ricardo. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  a  Lady  in  a  Veil  defires  to  fpeak  with  your  Lord- 
Fer.  My  Lord,  I'll  leave  you,  and  in  an  Hour  return,  (/hip. 

Ri.  Your  Lord/hip's  Servant -  [  Ex.  Ferd.  and  Servant. 

To  his  Sera/.]  Conduct  the  Lady  in  ir 

I  fear  ’t;s  Laura - But  why  /hou’d  I  fear  ? 

She’s  kind,  /he’s  fair - But  oh !  I’m  bound  to  wed  her : 

I  on  that  fcore,  was  trufted  with  her  Fortune, 

And  loft  it  all  at  Play.  She’s  heard  the  News, 

And  comes  prepar’d  to /hare  my  Joys - 1  dread  her: 

Let  me  wed  nothing  but  variety. 

But  I’ll  diflemble  yet ;  for  tho’  when  pleas’d 
She’s  fmiling  as  the  Morn,  cool  as  the  Evening, 

And  calm  as  is  the  Night,  when  urg’d,  /he  rages 
Like  the  Meridian  Sun  s  colle&ed  Beams ; 

Proud  of  her  Charms,  tho’  lavi/h  of  her  Love  ; 

Gen’rous,  and  free,  and  daring,  like  a  Man  ; 

But  Jealous  and  Revengeful,  like  a  Woman  — 

’Tis  /he - 

Now  help  me.  Cunning,  once  to  feign 
A  Joy  as  great  as  hers — My  Laura ! 

Enter  Laura. 

Lau.  Fly  off  my  Veil!  Oh !  let  me  ru/h  at  once 
Into  his  Heart,  into  his  very  Soul. 

Ri.  My  Life,  my  all ! 

Lau.  Oh  let  me  gaze~I cannot  fpeak  for  Joy-Oh  happy  Change! 
When  the  Profu/enefs  of  my  Love  had  left  me 
Nothing  to  give  to  fave  thy  Life,  but  mine. 

To  fee  thee  rais’d  at  once  to  Honour,  Wealth,  and  Freedom, 
From  Shame,  from  Death,  and  Ruine, 

Tis  Rapture,  ’tis  Delight  tranfeending  Words, 
loo  vaft  for  Thought,  and  ev’n  too  ftrong  for  Souls, 

Tis  perfed  Joy,  and  Pleafure  in  extream. 

Ri.  Oh !  do  not  talk  of  Honour,  Wealth,  and  Freedom : 
Your  felf,  your  felf ’s  the '  greateft,  deareft  Bleffing. 

Lau.  In  being  fo  to  thee,  'thy  Laura’s  bleft. 

Life  of  my  Life,  and  Genius  ofjuny  Soul ; 

Fhy  very  Shadow  brings  me  more  delight 
rhan  all  the  Subftance  of  the  llliild  befides ; 

I  iHS 


For 
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For  I’ve  no  Being,  when  I’m  tom  from  thee  ; 

Or,  if  I  find  I’ve  one,  ’tis  only  by  my  Pains. 

Ri.  Oh  !  fympathy  of  Hearts !  My  only  Joy  ! 

’Twas  not  lefs  Pain  to  me  to  be  forc’d  from  thee. 

Than  now  ’tis  Pleafure  thus  to  meet  thee  kind. 

Laii.  Oh !  now  I  hope  we’re  met  to  part  no  more. 

Let  me  no  longer  hear  nor  think  of  Abfence. 

Abfence  to  fome  gives  Relilh  to  their  Joy, 

A  breathing  to  their  Pleafures ;  but  to  me 
’Twas  Death,  when  to  the  Monaft’ry  you  fled. 

And  to  be  fafe  lay  hid. 

Ri.  Ah  !  Madam - - 

Lau.  Madam !  Fye,  leave  this  dull  Formality. 

Does  it  fuit  Love  of  fuch  a  Growth  as  ours  ? 

I  ihou’d  abhor  it,  came  it  not  from  thee. 

Ri.  Oh !  flop  this  Torrent  of  unbounded  Love. 

Joy  came  before  but  like  a  quick’ning  Shower 
On  a  parch’d  Soil,  and  greedily  I  drunk  it ; 

But  now  I’m  overwhelm’d,  and  drown’d  in  Joy* — — • 

Thus  now  all  Lovers  lye  to  one  another.  [AJide. 

Lau.  Dear  Man,  tfiou’rt  doubly  pleas’d 
Now  thou  can’ft  raife  me 
As  I  wou’d  thee,  were  but  thy  Fortune  mine  ; 

For  thou’rt  no  needy  younger  Brother  now. 

Thy  Laura  Ihall  no  longer  have  the  Pleafure 
Of  lavifliing  her  Wealth  on  Love,  and  thee. 

Indeed  ihe  cou’d  not. 

Ri.  Extravagance  of  Goodnefs ! 

Lau.  Alas !  I  fear’d  that  Lisbon  wou’d  have  leen  me 
With  thofe  two  little  Orphans,  my  poor  Children, 

A  forc’d  Dependant  on  the  cold  loath’d  Alms 
Of  proud  upbraiding  Friends :  For  all  I’ve  left 
Is  threaten’d  to  be  feiz’d.  The  Thought  on’t  damps  my  Joy ; 
But  let  it  dye  with  all  our  former  Sorrows.  (Wealth 

I’m  rich  enough,  fince  I’ve  thy  Love,  that  can  command  thy 
Soon  as  the  Prieft  has  ratified  our  Contract, 

Which  now  now  your  Brother’s  dead,  and  my  firft  Year 
Of  Widowhood  expir’d,  need  be  no  Secret. 

We’ll  live  like  Gods.  Say,  Ihall  we  not?  Methink* 

Thou  art  not  glad  enough. 

Ri.  Excefs  of  Joy,  like  that  of  Grief,  is  dumb ; 

“And,  like  vaft  Streams,  too  deep  for  Noife,  flows  filent, 

Sf  While  ihallow  Torrents  roar,  then  ceafe  to  be. 

I  fear  flie’ll  find  me  out. 


[AJide. 

Lau, 
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Lau.  <e  But  tell  me,  when  fliall  be  the  happy  Day  ? 

Ri.  “  Soon  as  fome  Ihort  Formalities  of  Law 
“  Have  giv’n  me  full  PolTeflion  of  th*  Eftate, 
fc  The  beft  Artificers  /hall  (train,  to  haften 
<f*The  wifli’d-for  Time,  and  make  our  Nuptials  fumptuous. 

Lau.  “  Then,  like  a  Palace,  we’ll  this  Houfe  adorn. 
ffThe  Walls  fliall  fcorn  with  Arras  to  be  cloath’d, 

Cf  Unlefs  the  Gold  fliames  there  the  (hading  Silk. 

“  Amazing  Wonders  that  dilfemble  Life 
cc  In  each  Apartment,  fliall  beguile  the  Gazers. 

“  The  Spoils  of  h  ,;a,  and  more  diftant  Climes 
“  Shall  croud,  and  rear  their  Fronts  on  rival  Rarities, 
ff  In  antique  Order,  various  as  their  Make  $ 

Cf  And  ev’n  the  fragrant  Wood,  which  in  Compartments 
<c  Floors  the  vaft  Rooms,  feem  proud  to  bear  the  Load. 

Ri.  cf  Oh !  Elegance  in  Luxury !  Oil !  Sex  refin’d  in  Fancy— 
AJulei]  “  To  undo  the  oth'er. 

Lau.  Oh !  now  methinks  we  folemnize  our  Nuptials, 

A  num’rous  Train  with  all  melodious  Sounds 
Salute  us  and  the  Morn.  Then  we,  far  brighter, 

Afcend  our  Coach,  or  Love’s  Triumphal  Chariot. 

Garlands  and  Arches  grace  and  roof  our  way, 

And  flow’ry  Sweets,  profufely  ftrow’d,  perfume  it. 

Joy  in  each  Face,  and  Bleffings  in  each  Mouth. 

Ri.  Oh !  Theme  for  ever  charming — To  a  Widow.  \_AJide. 

Lau.  Then,  my  Ricardo ,  then - - 

Ri.  Oh!  then- my  Laura - 

Lau.  The  crowded  Board  (hall  tempt  our  num’rous  Guefts 
With  all  that  can  indulge  Luxuriant  Tafte. 

“  Conduits  fliall  lavifli  Wine,  and  richer  Liquors, 

And  all  the  Mufes  labour  to  Inchant  us. 

Ri.  And  then  at  Night  my  Goddefs - - 

Lau.  Ten  thoufand  Tapers  fliall  revive  the  Day, 

While  at  a  folemn  Ball,  the  Pride  of  Lisbon 

Shall  fliine  and  revel - - 

Ri.  And  tir’d  at  laft  with  all  thefe  fmaller  Joys, 

Leave  us  to  perfect  Pleafure.  Thus,  my  Goddefs, 

Thus  will  Ricardo  ravifli  all  thy  Senfes ; 

Unpeople  th’  Elements  to  Feait  thy  Taire, 

To  charm  thy  Ears,  rob  ev’n  the  Spheres  of  Mufick, 

Tire  Art  and  Nature  to  regale  thy  Sight, 

Inform  thy  Brain  with  ev’ry  grateful  Odor, 

Thy  Touch  with  Blifs,  and  ravifli  ev’ry  Pow’r, 

Till  in  one  fence  we  lofe  the  other  four.  [ Embraces  her. 

C  2  Enter 


Enter  tn>o  Monks. 

i.  Monk.  My  Lord. 

Ri.  What  mean  thefe  Monks  ? 

i.  Monk.  My  Lord;  We’ve  weighty  Bufinefs, 

That  claims  your  private  Ear  with  utmoft  fpeed. 

Lau.  Some  dead  Man’s  Alms— 

i.  Monk.  Hear  us  this  Moment,  if  you  love  your  felf. 

Ri.  Then  follow  me- — pray  pardon* me,  dear  Madam. 

I’ll  ftrive  to  meet  you  here  again  this  Moment — - - 

Or  at  your,  own  Houfe  rather. 

To  ’Twas  well  diffembl’d :  But  fm  glad  I’m  eas’d. 

How  loath’d  a  thing  muft  a  fond  Woman  be! 

Ev’n  Monks  are  welcome,  when  from  her  they  free. 

[_Ex.  Ric.  and  Monks,. 

Lau.  Curs’d  be  the  Holy  Dun's !  Thofe  bold  Intruders 
Into-  the  Privacies  of  blinded  Mortals, 

Self-privileg’d  to  break-in  on  the  Great ! 

Thofe  craving  Idlers,  who  preach  Charity, 

Yet  never  had  one  Spark  for  one  another ! 

Prefumptuous  Beggars,  who  with  Saint-like  Mein, 

With  proud  Humility,  and  fawcy  Meeknefs 
Can  feem  at  beft  but  impudently  good. 

The  Doatards  know  (for  well  they  know  our  Sex) 

That  what  a  Woman  never  will  forgive 
Is  an  Intruder,  whofe  preventing  Words 
Force  from  her  Arms  her  Lover  to  remove. 

In  the  wild  Sallies  of  unfinifh’d  Love.  Exit, 


The  End  of  the  Fir  ft  Aft. 
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ACT  II. 


Enter  Morelia  and  Melinda. 

Mel.  IT/Hy  do  we  leave  Fabiano  with  Placentia  ? 

W  I  dare  truft  all  his  Virtues,  but  his  Prudence. 

He  loves-4 — he’ll  flay  too  long,  and  be  difcover’d. 

Morel.  Fear  not,  my  Brother’s  bufie  with  two  Fathers, 

And  tho’  Placentia  loves, .  flie  Ihuns  her  Lover  $ 

Like  him  /he  langui/hes,  unhappy  Maid ; 

But  her  Difcretion,  and  yet  more  her  Vow, 

Force  that  defpairing  Lord  for  ever  from  her - 

And  fee,  /he  comes ;  he  follows ;  —  both  in  Tears l 
In  pity  let’s  avoid  ’em* 

Enter  Placentia,  follow'd  by  Fabiano. 

[ Exeunt  Morel,  and  MeL 

Fab.  Stay,  cruel  Maid!  Oh  turn,  and  caft  one  look  ! 

One  look,  tho’  ’twere  a  Frown,  and  but  to  fee  me  dye. 

Pla.  Alas,  I  dare  not,  muft  not  meet  your  Eyes : 

They  muft  not  fee  how  mine  partake  their  Sorrows. 

Fly,  fly,  my  Lord,  where  equal  Greatnefs  calls 
Leave  poor  Placentia  to  her  humble  Fate. 

Fab.  Not  hear  me  ! 

Pla.  I  dread  thofe  Words  that  make  ev’n  ruine  pleale. 

The  tempting  Mufick  of  your  Syren  Love. 

Fab.  Can  it  bring  ruine  to  be  match’d  to  Greatnefs-.? 

Pla.  When  by  the  Match  that  Greatnefs  if  debas’d. 

Fab.  Why  will  you  ftill  urge  this,  too  humble  fair  ? 

Oh !  wrong  not  thus  your  Merit,  and  my  Love. 

Pla.  Witnefs,  ye  facred  Pow’rs  that  read  my  Soul! 

Witnefs,  my  Blufhes,  and  thele  grateful  Tears, 

How  much  I  prize  you,  gen’rous,  dear  Fabiano ! 

For  ev’ry  Sigh  you  breath,  I  Sigh  another. 

Oh  !  had  our  Births  been  equal  as  our  Paffions, 

We  might  have  lov’d  on  ftill. 

I  fee  the  Heav’n  of  Joy,  your  Love,  wou’d  give  me  ; 

But,  like  a  Wretch  condemn’d  to  endlefs  Torments, 
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The  vaft  abyfs  between,  adds  to  my  Pain : 

I  wifti,  I-figh,  I  grieve,  I  rage  in  vain  ; 

I  wou’d  afcend,  but  cannot  break  my  Chain. 

Fab .  Love  equals  all,  and  you’re  moft  fure  of  mine. 

Via.  I  ftill  ftiou’d  fear  to  lofe  what  I  deferve  not, 

•  Still  dread  my  Equal’s  Envy,  and  the  Scorn  of  yours ; 

And  thus  ftiQu’d  live  more  wretched  yet  than  now. 

This  fatal  now,  that  fees  me  tear  my  Heart, 

While  thus  I  tear  my  felf  for  ever  from  you.  [going. 

Fa.  You  tear  my  Heart,  but  fhall  not  tear  me  from  you.  [kneels 
Thus  you  fhall  drag  me,  while  I  fuffer  Life  j 
And  when  I’ve  eas’d  my  wretched  Soul  with  this, [Draw;*  a  Dagger. 
’Twill  hover  o’re  you  ftill,  to  wait  for  yours. 

For  fure  in  Death  we’re  equal,  and  may  joyn. 

Via.  Oh  !  hold!  and  rife !  fright  me  not  with  your  Danger, 

•  Nor  humble  me  yet  more  with  your  Submiflions. 

Fab.  Raife  then  at  once  a  Wretch  to  Love  and  You. 

To  rife  thus,  1 11  defcend,  and  mix  with  humble  Swains, 

In  lowly  Cottages,  and  ruftick  Weeds, 

And  there  forget  that  fatal  thing  call’d  Greatnels. 

Via.  Oh !  rife,  degrade  it  not  by  kneeling  thus. 

Fab.  No,  let  your  Anfwer  make  me  rife  or  fall. 

Via.  Alas !  my  Lord,  I  know  this  wou’d  but  prove 
A  Dream,  that  might  a  while  indulge  your  Fancy, 

While  Mem’ry  wou’d  lye  lock’d  in  the  firft  fleep 
That  Love  might  lull  it  too  ;  but  too  too  foon 
You’d  wake  to  hatred  of  your  felf  and  me. 

Enter  D.  Ferdinand.  Fab.  fiarts  and  rifcs. 

Ferd.  My  Son ! 

Bafe  Man !  I  thought  t’have  found  you  with  Morelia ! 

But  hear  me  fwear ;  By  my  great  Anceftors ! 

That  Hour  Fabiano  weds  below  his  Rank 
Makes  him  a  Stranger  to  my  Blood  for  ever. 

Via.  You  might  have  fpar’d  that  juft,  but  rigid  Doom, 
And  left  my  Love  the  Glory  of  our  parting, 
r  For,  Sir,  I  love  your  Son  j  fo  well  I  love  him. 

That  rather  than  I’ll  curfe  his  gen’rous  Paflion, 

By  fuffering  him  to  blefs  me  with  himfelf. 

I’ll  leave  my  Wealth,  Friends,  nay,  the  dear  Man  for  ever. 
Bear  witnefs,  you  whofe  Breafts  confefs  the  Pangs 
Of  trueft,  te  nd’reft,  fondeft,  fierceft  Love! 

Bear  witnefs,  Heav’h!  and  all  that  hear  me  fwear ! 

I  leave  e'v’n  him,  ev’n  all  that’s  kind  and  dear, 

•  For  endiefs  Grief,  a  Cloyfter  and  Defpair. 


[  Exit. 
Fab. 


Fab.  My  Love! — my  Father !— both  confpire  my  Ruine ! 
Some  Angel  flop  her,  and  recall  your  Vows! 

No  pity - yes,  you’re  kind,  at  once  you  kill  me. 

And  thus  will  quickly  end  the  worft  of  Pains. 

Fer.  Unequal  Nuptials  fhow  not  Love,  but  Madnefs.  m 
If  you’re  my  Son,  leave  this  ignoble  Creature. 

’  Fab.  Leave  her !  ignoble  !  give  me  Patience,  Heav’n ! 

And  Duty  check  my  Rage  !  a  Father  faid  it. 

Oh !  thaj;  you  knew  her.  Sir !  you’d  fee  in  her. 

That  Worth,  whence  true  Nobility  began  : 

She  claims  a  Birth  immediately  from  Heav’n. 

Fer.  No  more.  She  never  Ihall  be  yours. 

Hafte  to  Morelia ,  Noble,  and  more  Charming. 

Fab.  Ah  Sir !  I  can  love  nothing  but  Flacentia. 

Rather  take  back  the  wretched  Life  you  gave  me !  [kneels. 

Draw,  draw  your  Sword,  rip  up  my  panting  Bofom  ; 

You’ll  find  a  Heart  where  that  fad  Truth  is  written. 

Pity  my  Youth !  pity  your  Son ! - — — > 

Fer.  ’Tis  vain — Realon  and  Time  will  bring  you  to  your  felf. 
Fab.  Oh  ftay  !  [follows  him  crawling  on  his  Knees. 

Fer.  Away  ■■■comply,  or  never  fee  me  more. 

[Ferd.  breaks  from  Fabiano,  and  Exit- 
Fab.  Yes,  cruel  Father;  yes,  unkind  Flacentia } 

I’ll  never  fee  you  more- . - 

You  fhall  not  fee  how  wretched  you  have  made  me. 

I’ve  one  Friend  yet,  I  hope  ;  his  Ship  /hall  caft  me 
On  fome  abandon’d  Shore  :  There  I  will  dye ; 

Pitied,  perhaps,  by  Beafts  more  kind  than  Man. 

More  wife,  more  happy  Brutes,  I  envy  you  ! 

With  you  ’tis  Will  and  Beauty  make  the  choice, 

Ne’re  croft  by  the  lov’d  Female,  nor  your  Syres. 

No  dream  of  Greatnefs  bars  your  am’rous  Joys. 

Curft  be  the  firft  who  made  the  vain  diftin&ion. 

Taught  to  boaft  borrow’d  Fame  from  ancient  Duft, 

That  fancied  Diftance  between  equal  Emmets ! 

Curft  be  the  poys’nous  Notion,  and  may  he 
That  flights  true  Merit  for  a  vain  Degree, 

Love  humble  Worth,  be  fcorn’d,  or  curs’d  like  me? 

And  that  the  Vice  an  ampler  Curfe  may  find, 

Curft  be  th’  Ambitious,  which  is  all  Mankind.  [Exit.. 

Enter  Placentia,  as  Fabiano  goes  off. 

Fla.  His  bufie  Grief  ufurp’d  his  very  Sight. 

He’s  gone,  and  cou’d  not  fee  me ;  wou’d  he  had ! 

Alas. !  I  Ihou’d,  I  wou’d  have  call’d,  but  cou’d  not. 

Who- 


Who  will  protect  me  now  ? - Oh !  noble  Moor, 

Affifi:  me  to  preferve  my  threaten’d  Honour. 

Enter  Morat  and  Zemet. 

Mor.  Can  worth,  like  yours,  want  a  Protector,  Madam? 
Kty  beft  Friend  us’d  me  To  to  eccho  back  his  Sighs, 

When  he  repeated  dying  Tales  of  you. 

That  he  has  fill’d  my  Breaft  with  the  like  Zeal 
Of  ferving  you  :  That  Zeal  may  look  like  Love  ; 

But,  fear  not,  Madam,  rarely  Love  gets  in 
But  at  fome  Chink  where  Hope  had  crept  in  firft. 

And  I  who  know  how  you  us’d  Bon  Vincentio 
Can  never  hope  this  Figure  cou’d  prevail. 

Then  give  me  leave  to  ferve  you,  and  my  Adions 
Shall  ne’re  oppofe  the  Didates  of  your  Will. 

Via.  It  were  a  Sin  to  doubt  your  Honour,  Sir. 

Let  your  Man  wait— —  and  I  will  tell  you  Things 
That  are  yet  Secrets  to  all  Souls  but  mine. 

Mor.  .Zemet  obferve  who  comes,  and  give  us  notice. 


[ Exit  Zemet. 

Via.  Let  guilty  Perfons  blufii :  I  have  no  Caufe.: 

The  Paffion  I  muft  own  admits  no  Shame; 

Tho’  I  confefs,  I  Love  :  Oh  Noble  Moor  ! 

You  will  have  Caufe  to  pity  me  as  much 
As  ere  you  did  Vincentio. 

Mor.  Do  I  live  ? - -  [Afide,  and  fiarting. 

Or  have  I  chang’d  my  Being  with  my  Form  ? 

Via.  What  fhou’d  furprize  the  Moor  ? - Sir,  tho*  I  want 

Your  help,  or  fuch  a  Frien  d’s,  yet  let  not  that 
Divert  your  Thoughts  from  your  own  great  Concerns. 

Morat.  No,  Madam,  thefe  are  Fits  that  fometimes  ffiake  me : 
My  Soul  and  Body  are  by  turns  at  odds,' 

And  fain  wou’d  part ; 

Yet,  like  falfe  Friends,  each  ftrives  not  to  be  thought 
To  give  moft  Caufe  for  fuch  a  Separatiorf : 

But  now  I’m  well  again - you  fay  you  Love,  Madam, 

And  that  I  fhall  have  Caufe  to  pity  you. 

Sure,  he  that  is  the  Caufe,  is  Deaf  and  Blind  ; 

Elfe  either  feence,  and  You,  might  teach  him  Love. 

Via.  Nay,  I'm  fo  miferable,  worthy  Moor, 

That  ’twas  lis  Paffion  that  gave  birfh  to  mine  : 

But,  as  Fate  orders  it,  all  I’ve  to  beg, 

Is  that  you.wou'd  convey  me  to  fome  Cloyfter, 

Where  I  may  ever  weep  and  pray  for  him. 

Mor.  a/ide.}  Sure  ’tis  for  me,  ’tis  for  the  poor  Vincentio 


She 
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She  thus  wou’d  weep  and  pray.  Oh  wou’d  it  were  ! 

To.  Pla.]  Madam,  I’m  bound  to  wait  on  your  Commands; 
But  can  there  be  a  Caufe  for  fuch  Delpair  ? 

Via:  Too  many,  Sir,  for  had  not  Fate  contriv’d 
To  fnatch  him,  and  all  Hopes,  for  ever  from  me. 

Yet  I  too  \yell  regard  his  future  Glory, 

E’re  to  have  fullied  it  with  my  mean  Blood. 

Mor.  afde.~]  ’Tis  my  felf - 

It  can  be  no  Man  elfe  ihe  thus  delpairs  for. 

Firft  /he  lhall  name  me,  then  I’ll  own  my  felf. 

To  Pla.]  Madam,  you  may  well  truft  me  with  his  Name, 
That  can  be  happy  thus  in  fpight  of  Fate. 

Via.  I  will  not  hide  his  Name,  from  one  that  knows 
So-much  of  his  Concerns ;  ’Tis— — — ■ — 

Enter  Zemet. 

Zent.  Ricardo’s  coming. 

Via.  Heav’n  guard  me  from  his  fight ! - 

Morat.  I’ll  ftrive  to  meet  you  here  again  with  fpeed. 

Curfe  on  his  coming !  But  why  am  I  troubl’d  ?  [Exit  Plac. 
By  what  I he  faid,  ’tis  plain  ’tis  me  Ihe  means. 

Revive,  Vincentio !  Doubts  and  Fears  remove ! 

She  mull  be  mine,  fince  Ihe  confeffes  Love. 

The  Man  that’s  lov’d,  of  Conqueft  never  fails : 

Love  pleads,  and  bribes,  and  forces,  and  prevails.  [£x  Morat. 
Zem.  Ricardo  feem’d  deje&ed  ;  I’ll  obferve  him. 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ri.  This  Mine  brings  Inftant  ruine  when  ’tis  fprung  ; 

It  rends  the  main  Foundation  of  my  Greatnefs. 

Sees  Zem'et.]  Ha !  thou  black  Imp,  what  do’ft  thou  here^ 
Hence  vanifii !  [  Exit  Zemet. 

They  and  their  Papers  will  fo  prove  the  Thing, 

There  will  be  no  out-facing  it - Oh  curft  Difcovery  ! 

This  Morning  in  the  Sanduary  I  trembl’d. 

E’re  Noon  I  revel’d  as  foie  Mafter  here  : 

Yet  now,  e’re  Six  at  Night,  thefe  Monks  have  rung 
A  fatal  Knell  to  all  my  new-born  Joys. 

"With  this  Day’s  Sun  my  Fortune  rofe  and  falls. 

But  with  the  next  may  it  not  rife  again  ? 

They’ve  giv’n  me  time  to  get  my  Pardon  feal’d, 

E’re  they  divulge  the  Truth — I’ll  have  them  kill’d— 

But  how  ?  by  this  they’re  in  their  Cells  at  Prayers. 

No,  I  mull  think  again- — aflift  me.  Hell, — I  have  it. 

At  Night  for  Africa  I’ll  Ship  the  Sifters, 

Where  I  will  marry  one,  and  then  return. 

G  But 


But  why  not  get  Flacentia  ?  There  I’ll  fix : 

Flacentia  fhall  be  mine. 

Enter  Morat  and  Zemet. 

Ri.  Hah !  — - — — — •  [  Starts  feeing  Morat. 

Mor.  Does  your  Guilt  make  you  ftart  ? 

Ri.  Art  thou  Immortal,  Moor  ? 

Mor.  Yes,  Ravifher,  all  good  Men  are  Immortal. 

Death  is  entail’d  on  none  but  fuch  as  you. 

Who  wear  him  ftill  about  you  in  your  Crimes, 

Yet  juftly  fear  him  as  the  greateft  Evil. 

Ric.  Flacentia  has  inform’d  him  of  my  Threats.  [Afide. 
Mor.  Bafe  Man,  with  Gyant  Blood,  and  Pigmy  Honour, 

I  hear  thou  talk’ft  of  Ravifliing  Flacentia , 

But  if  thou  dar’ft  but  wifli  it,  that  bad  Soul, 

That  Soul  of  thine,  hard  and  impenetrable 
To  ev’ry  thing  that’s  good,  fhall  be  let  out 
To  feek  its  place  among  relentlefs  Devils. 

Ri.  afidcS]  Sleep  my  Refentments !  now  my  Fortune’s  chang'd. 
To  himd\  I  loath  the  Thought,  tho’  once  I  threaten’d  it. 

To  try  her  Vertue ;  but,  fince  that,  my  Doubts 
Are  chang’d  to  admiration  of  her  Wortlj. 

Mor.  Oh  that  there  were  but  hopes  you  yet  wou’d  mend! 
I’m  bound,  and  ftrive  to  love  you,  as  you’re  call’d 
Vincentios  Brother,  and  his  Father’s  Son. 

In  War’s  brave  School,  your  Father  was  my  Mafter  j 
Who  bad  me  dare,  and  taught  me  how  to  Fight. 

He  mill’d  like  Light’ning  on  firm  Troops  of  Foes, 

Unnerv’d  their  Ranks,  and  Ihatter’d  them  to  Ruine, 

And  floor’d  the  Field  with  honourable  Slaughter : 

But  after  Conqueft,  mild  as  tender  Virgins, 

Protected  Vertue  in  his  very  Foes - — 

If  you’ll  be  Noble,  learn  to  ad  like  him. 

Ri.  I’ll  learn  of  you,  brave  Moor,  if  you  will  teach  me. 
Your  words  can  Ihame  and  charm  us  into  Vertue. 

Methinks  your  Tongue,  like  glorious  Vi&ory, 

Inftils  a  Soul  of  Valour  through  my  Veins, 

And  all  my  Nerves  feem  knit  with  double  force. 

I’m  now  engag’d,  but  in  an  Hour, 

I  fhall  be  proud  of  being  taught  by  you. 

And  fixing  you  my  Friend. 

Mor.  Till  then,  farewel. .. 

Love  truly,  and  1 11  give  you  leave  to  hope ; 

For  as  your  Love  encreafes,  Vertue  will. 

’Twas  Love  alone  firft  Civiliz’d  Mankind, 
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And  dull  Inftind  to  fprightly  fenfe  refin’d. 

In  Savage  Nakednefs  Man  liv’d  and  toyl’d, 

Uglier  than  Brutes,  more  wretched,  and  as  wild ; 

Till  Emulation  to  be  lik’d  and  lov’d. 

Started  Invention,  and  the  Man  improv’d : 

But  ’tis  not  Love,  weaL  Bodies  to  controul. 

Love  only  triumphs  o’re  the  ftronger  SouL[JExif  Morat.  and  Min. 
Ri.  I’ll  ftrive  to  work  thee  to  my  purpofe.  Moor. 

Thou’rt  brave,  but  free  and  credulous  to  a  Fault - 

For  ruin’d  Laura’s  good,  and  more  for  mine, 

I  wifli  Placentia  may  with  equal  eafe 
Be  wheadled  into  Marriage !  ftartling  change ! 

She  little  thinks  fhe’s  great,  and  I  am  nothing; 

Oh  1  I  cou’d  rave  and  bellow  Execrations. 

Hell  curfe  thefe  Monks,  emphatically  curfe  ’em— 

Enter  Four  Bravoes. 

Ri.  My  Bravoes! 

i.  Bravo.  Your  Lordfiiip’s  Servants. 

Ri.  I  fent  for  you  to  punifli  a  rude  Moor, 

But  I’ll  fufoend  a  while  my  juft  Revenge  : 

I’ve  bufinels  of  more  Moment.  There’s  Gold  for  you. 

[Ric.  gives  ’em  Money. 
i.  Br.  Thanks, my  good  Lord,whofe  Throat  muft  we  cut  now  ? 
Ri.  There’s  milder  mifchief  Brooding. 

Hire  me  a  Ship,  that  by  ufe  of  Oars 
As  well  as  Sails,  may  put  to  Sea  this  Night. 

At  any  rate,  by  any  means  I  muft 
Have  it  to  Night,  and  you  /hall  go  with  me. 

Succeed,  and  your  Reward  fhall  be  fo  greajt 
You  fhall  no  longer  skulk  dilguis’d;  but  live 
At  large,  above  the  fcandal  of  your  Lives. 

i.  Br.  Conclude  this  done,  my  Lord ;  our  Friends  will  help  us. 
If  by  fair  means  we  cannot  get  a  Ship,  we’ll  feize  on  one. 

Ri.  Succefs  wait  on  my  Friends !  [Exit  Bravoes. 

Enter  a  Servant ,  with  a  Letter  in  his  Hand. 

Ri.  What  Letter’s  this  ? 

Serv.  My  Lord,  ’tis  for  Placentia. 

[Exit  Servant ,  Ric.  opens  and  reads  the  Letter 

Ri.  Go,  I’ll  deliver  it - ha!  from  Fabiano ! — — — 

How  ?  leaving  Portugal  for  ever  !  Embark  this  Moment ! 

By  my  hopes  ’tis  well ! 

Enter  Laura.  [  Ricardo  feems  furpriz/d,  and  puts  up  the 

Letter  hafiily. 

Ri.  Hah !  -—my 'Soul’s  Joy,  I  did  not  expeft  you  here. 

G  z  Last, 


Lau.  I  read  that  in  your  Eyes,  my  Lord,  but  I 
Expected  you,  tho’  ’twas  in  vain,  I  fear. 

What  Letter  were  you  reading  ? 

Ri.  ’Tis  private  bufinefs. 

Lau.  I  defire  to  fee  it. 

Ri.  Wou’d  you  be  made  uneafie  with  my  Cares? 

Lau.  Unlefs  I  fee’t,  I  ftiall  be  more  uneafie. 

Ri.  Truft  me,  my  Love,  you  need  not,  nay  you  fhall  not, 
Tho’  ev’n  from  you  I  muft  a  while  conceal  it. 

Lau.  From  me  !  Can  you  conceal  it  then  from  me  ? 

Ri.  Suppofe  it  were  a  Challenge  from  a  Foe, 

Or  a  more  dang’rous  Secret  from  a  Friend  ? 

Lau.  Say  rather  from  a  Miftrefs  :  falfe  Ricardo. 

Ri.  Will  you  ftill  chide,  and  without  Reafon  ftill  ? 

Lau.  Falfe  and  Ingrate,  I  have  but  too  much  reafon  $ 

Yet  if  I  chide,  I  chide  but  like  a  Dove, 

In  gentle  Murmurs.  But  urge  me  no  longer. 

Give  me  the  Letter,  for  I  rave  to  fee  it. 

Ri.  What,  will  you  ftill  controul  me  like  a  Slaved 
Will  you  ftill  claim  fo  infolent  a  Right  ? 

Lau.  Traytor  to  Gratitude,  to  Love,  and  me. 

What  is’t  I  claim,  but  leave  to  be  affur’d 
Of  thy  Heart’s  Truth,  or  of  its  Falftiood  rather  ? 

For  now  I’ve  too  much  Caufe  to  think  thee  falfe. 

Ri.  Your  Jealoufie,  that  Jaundice  of  your  Mind, 

Perverts  all  Obje&s  to  it’s  fickly  Colour. 

L<w.What,are  my  Charms  then  vanifh’d  with  my  Fortune  ?— 
’Twas  other  wife  when  this  bafe  Rebel  languilh’d  at  my  Feet, 
Trembling  as  Guilt,  humble  as  begging  Want ; 

Charm’d  with  a  Look,  tranfported  with  a  fmile. 

And  extafied  with  a  reviving  Word. 

Love  gently  rack’d  all  Secrets  from  his  Breaft, 

Made  him  live  more  in  me  than  in  himfel£ 

Prevent  my  very  Wifii,  and  open  all  his  Soul. 

Did  it  not  Traytor  ? 

Ri.  It  did,  it  fhall,  my  Life,  then  pray  be  calmer. 

Lau.  And  have  I  made  thee  Lord  of  all  my  Wifhes, 

Given,  thee  my  Wealth,  and  my  more  valued  Love, 

To  be  deny’d  a  Trifle  ? 

Bafe  Man,  dare  but  be  falfe,  dare  but  deny  me. 

I’ll  Sacrifice  thee  to  my  injur’d  Charms, 

Tho’  thou  were  kneeling  at  the  very  Altar — * 

Give  me  the  Letter. 


Ri.  Since  nothing- elfe  will  fatisfie  you,  take  it. 
sTis  only  from  Fabiano  to  Placentia ; 

For  whom  he’s  leaving  Portugal  by  ftealth. 

You  fee,  he  begs  this  may  not  yet  be  known - 

Puz,z,led.~\  Then— I’ad  a  mind— to  try  your  Jealous  Temper — » 
And  fear’d — it  might  incline  you — to  mifconftrue 
My  Caution  in  thus  op’ning  a  Love-Letter 
To  one  that’s  a  Dependant  on  my  Houfe. 

Lau.  Hah !  fure  you  love  her,  or  your  guilty  Mind", 

Which  fo  long  labour’d  for  ajtiint  Excufe, 

Had  ne’re  fuggefted  fuch  prepoft’rous  Doubts. 

You  feem’d  furpriz’d  too  at  my  fight ;  your  Face 
Had  fcarce  the  Pow’r  to  fliape  a  gay  Difguife. 

Ri.  To  clear  at  once  my  Innocence,  permit  me 
To  fend  for  her - - Who  waits  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  — 

Ri.  Acquaint  Placentia ,  that  Fm  here,  and  have  a  Letter  for  her, 

[  Exit  Servant 

My  Life,  from  yonder  Clofet  if  you  pleafe, 

You  may  behold  unfeen 

Our  mutual  hatred  in  her  looks  and  mine.  \_Lau.  (teps  ajide. 

Enter  Placentia,  Morelia,  Melinda. 

Ri.  afidel]  She’s  here !  This  news  will  ftrangely  grieve  her— — 
To  Pla. J  You’re  well  attended. 

Pla.  So  we  fhou’d  be  to  come  to  you,  my  Lord. 

Your  Pleafure  ? 

Ri.  Here’s  a  Letter  from  Fabian o, - who’s  fled  by  Sea. 

[ Gives  her  the  Letter ,  jbe  reads  it, 

Pla.  Oh  killing  News ! 

Morel.  Poor  parted  Lovers !  how  I  pity  them  ! 

Pla.  Is  he  then  fled?  fled  without  feeing  me? 

Fled  my  Fabiano  ?  Oh  1  ’twas  too  too  cruel. 

Thy  laft  farewel  woud  pain  me  worfe  than  Death.; 

Yet  I  wou’d  fufFer  more  for  one  dear  parting  look——* 

But  fure  I  wrong  thee;  we  cou’d'ne’re  have  born  it. 

How  my  Soul  mourns.  Some  Dream  or  Angel  tell  thee! 

My  Soul !  oh  no!  ’tis  fled  with  thee,  and  Grief 
Alone  informs  this  Widdow’d  falling  Eody.  [_ falls. 

Morel.  Rife,  rife,  my  Dear, 

Mth 
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Mel.  Sink  not  beneath  your  Sorrows. 

Via.  Let  me  dye  here ;  for  I’ve  out-liv’d  my  felf. 

Break,  throbbing  Heart !  break  now!  break!  what,  not  yet! 
Well,  ftubborn  Life,  I’ll  punifli  thee  for  lafting, 

Melt  thee  away  in  Tears,  and  breathe  thee  out  in  Sighs; 

’Till  I’m  grown  of  one  Subfiance  with  my  Grave. 

She's  rais'd \V\\  drag  thee  where  thou  (halt  converfe  with  nothing 
But  Walls,  and  Heav’n,  and  Sorrow,  and  his  Image. 

Off  then,  gay  Drefs !  vain  Pageantry,  away ! 

Thou  once  lov’d  Houfe,  where  my  Years  rowl’d  fo  fmoothly. 

Adieu  for  ever  ! - adieu,  my  dear,  my  only  Friends ! 

Adieu  to  all  but  Grief,  and  the  dear  thoughts  of  him. 

He’s  loft,  he’s  loft,  and  Pleafure  is  no  more. 

Morel.  Let’s  follow  her,  and  ftrive  to  calm  her  Mind. 


i[Ex.  Placentia^  Morel,  and  Mel. 

\_AJide  to  a  Servant. 
[ Exit  Servant f 


Ri.  Prevent  her  going  out. 
Serv.  I  will,  my  Lord. 


Ri.  to  Laura,  who  comes  forward.']  You  fee  the  Love  between  us. 
Lau.  Did  I  not  dread  her,  I  cou’d  pity  her, 

Ri.  Grieve  not  for  her,  my  Love. 

A  Widow’d  Nymph  of  Gourfe  a  while  Defpairs, 

But  nothing  dries  lo  foon  as  Woman’s  Tears. 

Clouds  dull  the  Sun,  then  fall  apace  in  Rain, 

And  fprightlier  Smiles  adorn  his  Face  again. 

Such, now  your  doubts  are  clear’d,  you  fhou’d  appear. 

And  with  kind  Looks  your  Injur’d  Lover  chear. 

Lau.  Were  thofe  Doubts  clear’d - 

Ri.  Unkind  !  now  I  muft  chide.  What,  Jealous  Bill  ? 

Lau.  Still  Jealous,  fince  ftill  Loving. 

Ri.  But  I’ve  a  fure  way  left  to  eafe  your  Mind. 

Lau.  How  ? - 

Ri.  Let  to  Morrow  be  our  Nuptial  Day. 

Lau.  To  Morrow  ! 

Ri.  Yes,  we’ll  wave  tedious  State.  Hymen  ftiall  blgts  us. 
Oh !  let  me  feal  that  Promife  on  your  Lips ; 

Thus,  thus  your  Doubts  fhall  all  be  loft  in  Joys, 

And  kifs’d  away  as  oft  as  they  return. 

Lau.  Shall  I  ftill  doubt - no,  tho’  I  ftill  had  Caule, 

Y  muft  believe  thy  dear  bewitching  Tongue. 

Con  dud  me  home,  and  oh !  forgive  me,,  my  Ricardo. 

.1  cannot  bear  a  Rival  in  your  Heart. 

While  Woman  muft  to  one  confine  her  Love, 

Why  ftiou’d  Man  claim  the  Privilege  to  rove  ? 

We  cou’d  difpenfe  with  Change  as  well  as  you  : 
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Women  lofe  more  than  Men  by  being  true. 

Yet  tho’  you  blame  our  Sex,  yours  moft  deceives  $ 

Man  leaves  us  oft,  but  Woman  feldom  leaves. 

Be  juft  then,  urge  us  not  to  change  of  Mind! 

Or  give  us  leave  to  rove,  or  be  your  felves  confin’d.  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Aft. 


ACT  III. 


Enter  Placentia  in  a  plain  white  Drefs - — Morelia 
and  Melinda. 

Via.  tTTHy  am  I  thus  detain’d  ?  Now*  in  this  Drefs 
VV  I’m  fitted  for  a  Cloyfter:  Oh!  Fabiano  ! 

Thou  leav’ft  the  Land,  I’ll  leave  the  World  for  thee. 

Morel  Oh !  grieve  us  not,  by  grieving  thus  your  felf. 
Society  in  Woes  will  make  them  lighter. 

But  ours  grow  heavier  while  we  /hare  your  Load. 

Via.  I  d  filence  my  rude  Grief,  wou’d  it  be  filenc’d  ; 

But  tender  Love,  Love  newly  wean’d,  and  hopelefs 
Will,  like  all  other  Infants,  pine  and  rage, 

Tho’  check’d  by  Reafon  that  denies  the  Food. 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ri.  Where,  where’s  the  Chafte  Vlacentia  ?  Sifters,  tell  her 
I’ll  crown  at  laft  the  Vertue  which  I  try’d. 

What,  all  in  Tears  ?  She  too  in  this  mean  Drefs  ? 

You  feed  her  Grief.  Away !  I  fay,  be  gone.  [Ex.  Mor.  and  Mel. 
Leave  Tears  and  Gloyfters,  Madam,  to  tho/e  Wretches 
Whom  the  World  leaves,  and  who  muft  leave  the  World  $ 
Who  furfeit  firft,  then  pradice  Abftinence, 

Turn  Nuns,  and  then  repent  their  ra/h  Repentance. 

’Tis  true,  my  Brother’s  dead,  Fabianos  gone; 

But  I  am  left  more  charm’d  with  your  Perfections. 

Via.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 


Ri.  Look  not  on  me  as  being  ftill  the  fame  j 
Behold  your  Convert,  Madam,  ’twas  impoffiblc 
To  love  you,  and  love  Vice,  which  you  deteft. 

You,  and  my  change  of  Fortune,  have  at  lad. 

Made  me  refled,  and  rous’d  me  into  Vertue. 

My  Threats  were  but’  to  try  you. 

Via.  I  /hall  rejoy ce,  my  Lord,  to  find  the  Change, 

Tho’  tis  ill  jelling  in  the  fliape  of  Vice  ; 
f<r  For  ’twill  be  long  before  I  /hall  /hake  off, 

<c  The  horror  that  furprife  llamp’d  on  my  Soul, 

In  the  mean  time,  I  beg  you’ll  give  me  leave 
In  fome  Retirement  to  compofe  my  Mind. 

Ri.  Oh !  leave  me  not,  bleft:  Maid,  “  You’re  my  good  Angel, 
tc  That  bear  me  upwards,  govern  my  beft  Thoughts, 
c:  And  bid  me  think  of  Heav’n,  and  view  it  in  you. 
fc  But,  if  you  leave  me,  e’re  my  Callow  Vertue 
Grows  fledg’d,  and  ftrong  to  foar  with  outftretch’d  Wings, 
cc  Too  foon  my  dead  habitual  weight  of  Vice 
<c  Will  make  me  flag,  and  fall  to  worfe  Perdition. 

Cf  Take  me  now,  lave  a  Soul,  confirm  me  yours. 
cc  O  fave  me,  left  you  anfwer  it  to  Heav’n. 

A  Prieft,  a  known  Prieft,  waits  to  joyn  our  Hands. 

Oh  come !  I  will  not  leave  you  till  you’ve  bleft  me. 

Via.  What  means  my  Lord!  OhHeav’ns!  what /hall  I  lay ! 

Yes,  I  vyillfolefs  you - if  you’ll  let  me  go. 

But  as  for  marrying  you,  forbid  it  Love ! 

Forbid  it  Honour!  and  forbid  it  Heav’n  ! 

“  This  wou’d  be  curling  you,  and  then  my  lelf. 
cc  Change,  rather  change  this  dreadful  Love  to  Hatred ! 

Ri.  I’ve  play’d  the  Tyrant,  but  I  know  you’re  mild 
As  a  forgiving  Saint.  Here  on  my  Knees, 

(  But  that’s  too  proud  a  Pofture)  thus  then  falling 
With  proftrace  Body,  and  more  humbled  Mind, 

Repentant,  chang’d  Ricardo,  begs  your  Pardon. 

Via.  Oh  rife,  my  Lord !  ’twas-  granted  e’re  you  ask’d  it. 

Ri.  Oh !  add  your  Love,  or  let  me  fink  for  ever. 

Via.  My  Lord,  I  muft  not,  cannot  hear  you  thus. 

Ri.  Thus  have  I  fworn  to  kifs  your  Steps,  and  dye, 

Unlefs  this  Day,  this  very  Day  you’re  kind, 

Stoop  to  be  mine,  and  condescend  to  rife. 

Via.  Alas!  I  too  have  fworn,  this  ne’re  /hall  be. 

Ri.  I’ll  beg  fo  earfteft'iy,  fo  humbly,— - — 

Via.  My  Lord,  I  thought  you  knew  Vlacentia  better. 

Spare  this  affected  Cringing !  ’twou’d  be  vain, 

Tho’ 


Tho’  ’twer e  not  feign’d ;  for  fucli  a  whirl  of  Humour, 

So  quick  a  fall  from  one  extream  to  t’other. 

Betrays  lefs  Love  than  a  Di temper’d  Mind. 

Ri.  rifes.'}  ’Tis  true.  I'm  craz’d.  I’m  mad,  mad  as  wild  Frenzy, 
To  ftarve  my  noble  Pride,  to  glut  a  Slave’s.  r 

Why,  cruel  Stars,  why  do  I  court  this  Creature, 

This  Infe<ft,  born  to  crawl  and  lick  the  Duff, 

Till  fofter’d  here,  ungratefully  to  fling  me  ? 

Oh!  I  cou’d  burft,  and  tear  my  Flefh  with  Rage. 

But  why  do  I  not  rather  crufh  it  dead  ? 

Via.  Murther!  Oh  fa ve  me!— — 

[She  u’oiid  run  off,  he  flops  her. 
Ri.  None  but  your  felf  can  lave,  or  you  or  me.  . 

You  {hall  be  wretched,  if  you’ll  make  me  fo: 

<(  For,  good  or  bad,  you  now  mult  fhare  my  Fate. 

This  Steel,  or  elfe  this  Juice,  fhail  end  us  both. 

[  Shews  her  a  Bottle  and  a  Dagger. 
’Tis  like  the  poys’nous  Love*  I  fuck’d  from  thee  j 
No  Antidote  can  flop  the  Bane’s  Progreflion  ; 

It  creeps  thro’  ev’ry  Vein,  preys  on  the  Blood, 

And  ling’ring  gives  a  fure,  tho’  lazy  Death. 

Relent,  or  now  I  drink,  and  thou  fhalt  pledge  me. 

Via.  Oh  Horror  !  hold !  let’s  parley  o’re  our  Fate. 

Give  me  fbme  time,  my  Lord,  I  beg  it  on  my  Knees, 

A  A  ‘onth,  a  Week,  a  Day ;  Oh  Mercy !  Mercy  !- - 

Ki.  No,  it  mult  be  this  Inftant  now. 

Via.  What  /hall  I  fay  ?  I  dye  with  Terror. 

O  hold  !  oh  think  of  Hell,  my  Lord  - - 

Ri.  Hell’s  mild  to  what  I  feel. 

Via.  I  can  but  dye  [He  keeps  the  Bottle  clofe  to  his  Mouth, 

Ri.  I’ve  drank  the  Liquid  Death.  Now  chufe  thy  Fate. 

Via.  Qh  loft  !  loft  ! 

Ri.  Chufe  quickly,  or - - 

Via.  Oh !  give  me  time  to  pray. 

Ri.  The  Poyfon  will  do  that. 

Via.  I  thought  ’twas  but  to  try  me. 

But  give  it  me.  ^fis  th’  only  welcome  prefent 
You  cou’d  have  made  me,  and  I  thank  you  for’t. 

I  only  wifh  my  dear,  my  loft  Fabiano , 

Thou  ccud’ft  have  feen  thefe  Tears,  the  beft  return, 

My  niggard  Fate  wou'd  fuffer  me  to  make  thee. 

Qh  !  if  a  helplefs,  friendlefs,  dying  Maid 
May  form, a  wifh!  oh  hear  me,  hear  me  Heaven! 
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Let  all  the  dear  Man’s  Sorrows  dye  with  me. 

And,  if  another  e’re  can  love  fo  well, 

Let  fome  chafte  noble  Beauty  love  him  thus. 

And  make  him  happier  than  I’ve  made  him  wretched. 

Enter  Fabiano,  thrufiing  away  fome  Servants ,  and  runs  to. 

Placentia. 

\  . .  nM 

Fab.  Hence !  Slaves !  file’s  here. 

Fla.  Hah! - - 

Ri.  Return^  ! 

Fab.  Yes,  here  to  dye.  Look  up,  my  Life,  my  "Soul, 

[  He  Embraces  her. 

Flacentia,  fee  ’tis  I,  ’tis  thy  Fabiano , 

Fla.  ’Tis  he  ;  fome  Angel  brings  him - my  lov’d  Lord - 

[  She  drops  the  Bottle. 

Fab.  My  Fate - - — ■  [They  Embrace. 

Fla.  Oh !  I  forget  my  Fears,  my  Grief,  my  very  felf, 

At  this  dear  fight. 

Fab.  Senfes  awake  !  and  thou  my  wand ’ring  Soul, 

Unwind  thy  felf  out  of  this  maze  of  Joy. 

Art  thou  at  large,  or  in  Flacentia  s  Arms? 

Ri.  Muft  I  bear  this  ?  my  Lord,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Fab.  To  kill  you,  if  you  dare  once  more  difturb  me. 

Ri.  You’re  in  my  Houfe,  but- - 

Fab.  What  ? 

Ri.  I’ll  fay  no  more- — I  fear  his  Greatnefs  now,  tho’  not 
His  Sword  [  AJtde . 

Fla.  Tho’  Love  had  not  betray’d  me  into  Fondnefs, 

Revenge  it  felf  had  don’t,  to  plague  this  Monfter ; 

To  make  his  Eyes  drink  Jealoufies  worft  Poyfon, 

More  gnawing  than  the  Draught  he  fwallow’d  now. 

Or  that  which  he  defign’d  me. 

Fab.  How! - 

Ri.  No  Poyfon,  Madam,  nothing  but  a  Philtre, 

A  Lover’s  harmlefs  Trick  to  fright  and  win  you. 

To  eafe  your  Mind,  I’ll  fend  for  her  that  made  it. - 

And  for  fome  others  too  — —  ( AJtde.)  [  Exit  Ricardo. 

Fla.  I  dread  his  coming  back. 

Fab.  Fear  nothing,  Madam, 

I’ve  a  Friend  waits  without  with  fome  choice  Men. 

Fla.  I  thought  I  never  fiiou’d  have  feen  you  more. 

Where  have  you  been  ?  Why  did  you  write  that  Letter  ? 
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Was  it  to  break  my  Heart  ?  ’twas  too  unking  yet  I  pray’d  for  you. 

I  wou’d  have  dy’d,  but  pitying  Heav’n  referv’d  me . 

For  this  bleft  Moment,  e’re  we  part  for  ever. 

For  we  muft  part. 

Fab.  Part!  no,  firfl  let  the  Monarch  part  with  Crowns, 

The  Brave  with  Honour,  and  the  Saint  with  Heav’n. 

Via.  Ohfteafon,  Honour,  Duty! - 

Fab.  Oh  Love !  Love !  Love  !  great  Love  againft  them  all. 

Via.  I’ve  fworn  to  leave  you  ;  nor  muft  I  examine 
Whether  I  fhall  outlive  the  killing  lofs. 

Fab.  No,  you  will  not  leave  me  :  I  will  ne’re  believe  it ; 
Vlacentia  loves  me- — Vlacentia  will  not  let  me  dye. 

Via.  Sure  Heav’n  will  forgive  this  Sally  of  a  Heart, 

Startled  and  wild  with  Joy,  this  Riot  of  ftarv’d  Love, 

Tho’  rigid  Honour  dares  not  warrant  it. 

Oh  !  lead  me  quickly  to  the  Convent,  that - 

Re-enter  Ricardo. 

Ri.  She  whom  I  fent  for.  Madam,  will  foon  tell  you - 

Fab.  Nothing  that  can  deferve  our  ftay  — — farewel — 

Leading  out  Placentia. 

Ri.  Stay,  do  not  lead  my  beauteous  Charge  to  Ruine.  * 

Fab.  She’s  led  from  Ruine,  when  ftie’s  led  from  you. 

Ri.  Llold !  hear  me  !  for  I’ll  here  difpute  my  Right. 

Fab.  Then  fomewhere  elfe,  and  not  with  Words  dilpute  it. 

Ri.  Tho’  now  with  Words,  fome  fitter  time  with  this. 

[Shows  his  Sword . 

I  claim  her  as  my  due.  I  beft  deferve  her. 

Fab.  Who  e’re  pretends  Defert,  deferves  her  leaft. 

Ri.  She’s  oblig’d  ,to  my  Family. 

Fab.  But  I’m  oblig’d  to  her. 

Ri.  You’ve  nothing  ;  but  I’ve  an  Eftate  to  give  her. 

Fab.  I  chufe  to  lofe  one  for  her.  But  that’s  little  ; 

I’d  give  the  Globe  to  bribe  her  to  a  Smile. 

Via.  Oh  1  ceafe  fo  needlefs  a  Debate,  my  Lords ; 

Nor  rate  fo  high  a  worthlefs  Maid’s  Efteem. 

Know  both.  I’d  fworn,  before  I  knew  your  Love, 

Never  to  wed  above  my  Rank - I’m  going  to  a  Cloyfter. 

Then,  if  you  love  me,  fliew  it  now,  my  Lords. 

Be  pleas’d  to  leave  me  there. 

Ri.  No,  Madam,  I’ll  fooner  leave  the  World. 

Fab.  Let  me  conduit  you,  Madam. 

H  z  Ri . 
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Ri.  'Hol'dt 

Fab.  Forbear,  or.  in  your  very  Houfe  I’ll  kill  you. 

RL  Hah !  Will  you  break1  the  Laws  of  Kofpicality  ? 

Fab.  Talk’d  .aou  of  Hofpitality,  and  dar’ft 
Detain  her  there  ?  ’tis  Sacrilege  and  Death. 

Draw,  Fight,  and  Dye.  [He  draws. 

Via.  Oh  hold  !  * 

RL  Tho’  I  dare  fight,  why  fhou’d  I  leave  to  Chance 
What  Prudence  can  fecure  ?  [Afide. 

The  fhortnefs  of  my  Sword  makes  you  inful t,  but - 

Fab.  Give  it  me,  and  take  mine. 

[Fabiano  gives  him  his  Sword,  and  takes  his  in  the  Scabbard. 

Ri.  Take  it,  and  ufe  it  if  you  can - 

Via.  Oh !  hold,  my  Lords ! 

Fab.  A  broken  Sword  !  hah !  Villain  ! 

[He  draws  the  Sword ,  which  appears  to  be  a  broker  Blade. 
Ri.  Stir  not,  be  filent,  hear  me,  and  you’re  fafe. 

Live  happy  with  my  Sifter,  I  with  her  ; 

But  dye,  if  you  perfift  t’obftru<ft  my  Blifs. 

Via.  Oh  !  wed  her,  wed  her,  tho’  I  dye  my  Lord. 

Fab.  I’ll  yet  difarm  thee,  Traytor.  • 

[Fabiano  with  the  broken  Sword  firives  to  clofe  witloR icardo. 
Ri.  I  wou’d  not  kill  thee!  Who  waits  !—•— - 

Enter  four  Servants ,  with  Swords. 

Ri.  Seize  that  Mad-man. 

[Fabiano  fnatches  a  Sword  from  one  of  ’em,  and  keeps  ’em  of. 
Fab.  What,  hoa!  my  Friends! 

Via.  Help,  Murther  !  help  !— - - 

Enter  Captain,  with  two  others ,  who  fight  Ricardo's  Varty. 

Cap.  Courage,  my  Lord,  we’re  here!  Slaves!  Villains!  dye. 

Enter  Don  Ferdinand,  with  Mufyueteers,  who  prefent ,  and  all 
the  Combatants  ceafe  Fighting. 

Fer.  Hold !  or  my  Guards  fhall  fire  among  you. 

Ri.  ’Tis  well  you're  come  at  laft,  my  Lord,  your  Son 
Was  forcing  his  way  out  with  this  ungrateful  Maid, 

To  wed  her,  and  leave  Vortugal  by  Sea. 
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Fer.  I  fcarce  believ’d  the  Meftenger  you  fent  me: 

Nay,  now  I  fcarce  believe  my  very  Eyes. 

What,  my  Reproof,  my  Counfel,  my  Commands, 

My  Pray’rs,  my  Threats,  my  Oaths,  all  unregarded  ? 

It  cannot  be ;  Fabiano  is  my  Son  : 

My  Son  wou’d  not  at  once  lofe  Wealth,  lofe  Honour, 

Lofe  my  Love,  lofe  my  Bleffing, 

A  Father’s  Love,  and  Bleffing,  for  a  Trifle ; 

For  all  this  he  mu  ft  lofe,  or  leave  this  Maid, 

_  To  wed  my  nobler  choice,  the  fair  Morelia. 

Fab.  Thus,  as  to  Heav’n,  to  you.  Sir,  kneels  your  Son ; 
And  that  Heav’n  knows,  I  fcarce  can  reverence  it. 

More  than  I  do  my  Father.  Oh  !  I’d  lofe 
The  Life  you  gave  me,  rather  than  your  Bleffing. 

But  Love,  like  mine,  is  deaf  Neceffity  ; 

’Tis  Fate  it  felf,  and  who  can  alter  Fate  ? 

If  Love’s  a  Crime  in  me,  ’tis  its  own  Puniftiment : 

For  hope,  that  foften’d  all  its  Pains,  is  loft. 

Then  curfe  me  not  yet  more:  alas !  your  Bleffing 
Is  all  your  wretched  Son  has  left  to  lofe. 

For  foon  he’ll  take  his  everlafting  leave 
Of  Friends,  of  you,  of  her,  and  Life,  I  hope. 

Fer.  Rife,  hear  Age  fpeak  !  Fabiana !  Wifdom’s  old. 

Fab.  My  Lord,  my  Father, 

Oh  !  let  me  kneeling  thus  attend  your  Will. 

Fer.  Rife,  rife,  my  Son,  nor  let  thy  poof1  old  Father 
Lofe  the  foie  Comfort  of  his  widow’d  Years. 

Thou  art  my  only  Child.  Alas I  liv’d 
But  by  the  hopes  of  feeing  thee  renew 
The  Glories  of  our  Race,  by  equal  Marriage. 

Have  I  for  this  declin’d  a  fecond  Choice,. 

And  liv’d  in  folitary  Widowhood  ? 

Oh  !  do  not  hurry  thus  thy  felf  and  me 
To  the  dark  Grave,  and  worfe  Oblivion’s  Death. 

I  beg  it,  ’tis  thy  Father  begs  it.  See  thefe  Tears, 

They’re  the  laft  drops,  the  dying  hand  of  Age 

Has  left  to  dew  this  drooping  with’ring  Plant - Oh  fpeak  ! 

Fab.  Can  Nature  plead  againft  it  felf  ? 

I  cannot  fpeak  :  my  throbbing  Heart’s  too  full. 

Fer.  Then  kill  me,  cruel  Son  j  that  Parricide. 

Will  be  lefs  barb’rous  than  the  other - fpeak  ! 

Fab.  Then  with  obedient  boldnefs  I  muft  own,  I  cannot 

(  wed  Merella. 

Fer. 
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Fer.  Juft:  Heav’n!  what  have  I  done  ?  what  are  my  Crimes? 

That  I  muft  thus  be  puniftfd  with  this  Son  ?- - 

But  fure  he's  not  my  Son  :  Such  Difobedience, 

Such  Meannefs,  muft  and  fnall  be  Strangers  to  my  Blood. 
Now.,  as  I  hate  bafe  Thoughts,  he’s  rous  d  my  Rage. 
Degenerate  Boy,  thou  fcandal  to  my  Race, 

Retradl  thy  words,  confent,  left,  in  my  Fury, 

I  wrong  the  dead,  and  ev’n  fufpecft  thy  Mother. 

Fab.  Oh  !  ufe  me  as  you  pleafe ;  but  fpare  my  Mother! 

For  your  own  fake,  for  hers,  tread  gently  on  her  Grave. 

Fer.  No,  fhe  was  Vertue’s  feif,  but  fure  fome  Peafant 
Impos’d  thee  on  me,  and  difplac'd  the  Heir. 

Be  banifh’d  then  my  Houfe,  my  Fleart,  my  Thoughts ! 

Be  ftript  of  all  - * — ! 

Fab.  But  my  Vlacentias  Love  : 

You  cannot  take  that  from  me. 

Fer .  Tortures  and  Daggers !  Wretch,  lofe  all  but  that 
Ri.  afide  to  Ferd.]  My  Lord,  let  him  rave  on. 

He’s  loft  all  ufe  of  Reafon  in  this  Fit 
Of  Love’s  high  Fever ;  but  it  cannot  Iaft. 

Leave  him  with  me, ’Til  watch  its  Crifis  and  Declenfion. 

Firft,  I’ll  remove  the  Caufe,  this  fatal  Charmer, 

Then  foon  my  Sifter  fhall  reftore  his  Reafon. 

Fer.  ’Tis  well  advis’d - Guards  ftay - obey  my  Lord. 

Curftbe  thisFrantick  Love,- that  raftily  hurries 
Unequal  Pairs  into  the  Nuptial  Noole! 

How  bitter  proves  the  fair  forbidden  Fruit ! 

How  loft,  how  naked  Man  then  finds  himfelf ! 

How  ftiort,  how  falfe  the  Blifs,  how  long  the  Woe ; 

A  few  gbod  Nights,  a  thoufand  difmal  Days. 

Then  the  fierce  Lover  grows  a  tame  dull  Husband, 

And  the  kind  Miftrefs  a  vexatious  Wife. 

How  like  an  Afs,  how  like  himfelf  he  looks, 

Wilhing  to  part,  more  than  he  did  to  jcyn  ; 

While  Wife  and  Husband  curfe  th’  unequal  ftate. 

Wedded  for  Love,  then  Cuckolded  for  Hate.  [Exit  Ferd. 

Ri.  Retire  you  tempting  Mifchief  to  your  Chamber. 

Via.  Oh  !  rather  to  a  Cell. 

Ri.  Leave  that  to  me. 

Via.  Oh  !  once  more  let  me  fee  him. 

Ri.  You  fhall  not  fee  him  more. 

[  Fabiano  who  was  talking  to  the  Captain ,  runs  Jy.ddenly 
to  prevent  her .  goipg  out. 


Fab. 


Fab.  See  me  no  more  ?  then  I’m  poor  indeed  ; 

Yes,  I  will  fee  her,  tho’  her  light  were  Death. 

Ri.  Hold  !  my  Lord. 

Fab.  ForBear!  Defpair  is  frantick  ,•  play  not  with  it; 

I’ve  loft  all  hopes  but  of  one  parting  look ; 

Rob  me  not  of  that  laft,  that  cruel  pleafure. 

Fla.  Oh  rigid  Fate,  why  muft  I  thus  undo  him ! 
ff  But  I  my  felf  fhall  foon  be  more  than  punifh’d, 

“  Lonefome,  felf-banilh’d,  buried  to  the  World, 

“  My  Life  fhall  be  a  kind  of  lingering  Death. 

<c  Courfe  Weeds  my  Cloathing,  a  poor  Cell  my  Lodging, 

C£  Bare  Walls  my  only  profped,  the  cold  Ground, 
cc  Or  harder  Floor,  my  Bed  ;  and  Grief  my  End. 

Fab.  “  Oh!  why  did  I  come  back  !  why  wou’d  Ifefe  her! 
Fla.  “  Then,  if  at  dead  at  Night  you  chance  to  wake, 

'  Cf  Oh!  think  of  me,  and  fay,  now  poor  Flacentia 
“  Is  rifen  in  the  Dark,  and  in  the  Cold, 
sc  To  pray  for  me,  to  pray  for  her  Fabiano : 

“  For  then  will  I  be  praying  on  my  Knees, 

“That  Heav’n  may  blefs  you  and  your  future  Bride. 

Fab.  Too  gen’rous  Fair,  Oh  !  fpare  your  Griefs  Frofufion  ; 
Show  me  Iefs  Love,  be  cruel  out  of  Pity ; 

Tell  me  you  hate  me,  I  fhall  be  lefs  wretched. 

Fla.  I  cannot ;  Oh  !  then  leave  me,  quickly  leave  me ; 

Fly  my  Contagious  Grief.  Oh !  ’twill  infecft  you. 

I  merit  not  your  Care,  much  lefs  your  Love.  • 

And  yet  forgive,  and  let  me  Love  you  ftill. 

As  for  your  Grief,  impofe  it  on  me,  Heav’n ! 

For  I  am  grown  familiar  with  Afflidion. 

But  live,  and  think  your  Death  my  greateft  dread. 

Fab.  Then  I  muft  ftrive  to  live :  But  oh  !  Flacentia , 

’Twill  coft  my  Love  much  dearer  than  to  dye. 

If  one  Flour  s  Abfence  made  me  wild  with  Sorrow, 

How  fhall  I  live,  for  ever  parted  from  you, 

By  Hills  and  Seas,  and  the  more  fatal  Cloyfter? 

How  bear  the  Sun  ihou  d  rife,  the  Sun  Ihou'd  fet, 

And  I  ne’re  bleft  with  my  Flacentia’ s  fight  ? 

Yet 'fear  not,  my  Complaints  fhou’d  reach  your  Cell. 

No,  not  fo  much  as  the  Tidings  of  my  Death 
Shall  give  you  caufe  to  think  there  liv’d  on  Earth 
So  loft  a  Wretch  as  I.  ;  . 

Ri.  Take  her  away,  fhe  heightens  his  Diftra&ion. 

-  .  Fab. 


Fab.  Oh !  flay  one  moment  more,  then  tear  me  from  my  felf. 
Here  let  me  feal  my  everlafting  Leave. 

[  Kijjes  her  Hand. 

Farewel,  thou  Innocent,  thou  blefb  Deftra&ion  ( 

Kind  Cruelty,  fweet  Torment  of  my  Soul ; 

All  that’s  Delight  and  Pain  tranfcending  Thought  j 
My  Soul,  my  Bleffing,  and  my  earthly  Heav’n. 

Via.  Farewel. 

Ric.  Part  them. 

Fab.  Oh  !  let  me  take  another  parting  Look. 

Ri.  Force  ’em  afunder.  [Ricardo’;  Servants  firive  to  part  ’em. 
Capt.  I  cannot  bear——— 

Ri.  Hold,  ftir  not,  on  your  Lives. 

\dT“^  the  Captain  and  his  Attendants. 
Fab.  Hold,  impious,  facrilegious  Villains,  hold  ! 

Pull,  hale,  drag,  cut,  part,  tear  me  Limb  from  Limb, 

Yet  Hill  I’ll  hold - fhe’s  gone. 

[  Struggles  with  Ricardo.’;  Men. 
Via.  Farewel,  thou  dear  unhappy  Man,  farewel. 

[  Placentia  is  led  cjf. 
Fab.  Wolves,  Tigers,  Fiends,  you  fiiallnot’fcape  unpuni/h’d. 

Ri.afJe. ]  He’llbut  obftrudt  me,  if  he  flays - -I’ll  free  him. 

To  Fab.]  My  Lord,  ’twas  needful  Cruelty  to  force  you  from  "ter. 
But  I'll  yet  prove  your  Friend,  and  free  you  inftantly. 

Go  travel  when  you  pleafe  ;  I’ll  not  impofe 
My  Sifter  on  you,  tho’  your  Father  wou’d. 

This  private  way  you  may  get  out  unfeen. 

Fa.  to  Ri.]  Tho’  I  can’t  thank  you,  I  accept  the  offer. 

To  the  Captain  a/ide.J  Captain,  once  more  I’ll  try  to  fee  Placentia* 
Then  I’ll  aboard  your  Brigantine  again. 

Capt.  My  Lord,  part  of  my  Men  a/hore  keep  clofe  together. 
The  reft  aboard  wait  for  us :  All  the  Slaves 
Sit  ready  at  their  Oars. 

Fa.  Alas !  poor  Men  ! 

Tho’  they’re  not  half  fo  wretched  as  my  felf. 

Ri.  Guards  I  difmifs  you. 

[Ex.  Fabiano,  Captain,  and  his  Attendants  one  way ,  and 
the  Guards  another  way. 


He’s  gon 


and  fire’s  fecur’d - fo  far  ’tis  weli- 


Page,  tell  Placentia,  that  Fabiano  s  here. 

And  has  prevail'd  with  me  to  let  him  iee  her.  [Ex/r  Servant. 
This  may  decoy  her  hither— my  Time*  ffiort. 

Yet  I  will  fetch  thee  back,  and  tug  with  thee. 


Thou  Drifting  Fortune---^  -Ere  thou  part 'ft  from  me, 
Refolve  to  leave  fome  of  the  fpoyls  I  hold  *, 

I  will  not  be  left  naked -  Enter  Placentia  hafcly. 

Pla.  Hah!  deceiv  d - - 

Ri.  Nay,  Part  not  back,  he’s  gone  for  ever  now. 

Pla.  And  do  you  think  to  keep  me  here  by  force  ? 

Ri.  Yes,  force muft  a<P,  when  kinder  ufage  fails: 

I'll -give  you  Pill  an  hour  :  But  then  refolve 
To  wed  me,  or  appeafe  my  am’rous  Rage. 

Pla.  Wer’t  thou  as  great,  as  Lawlefs  Pow’r  cou’d  make  thee. 
And  I  as  poor  as  Nature  firfi  defign’d  me. 

Know,  rather  than  I’d  ferve  thy  horrid  pleafures, 

I’d  Fly  to  Defarts<  to  the  Land  of  Sorrow, 

Bear  with  the  want  of  freedom,  light  and  food. 

Nav,  I  wou'd  plunge  in  Seas,  and  ev’n  in  Biel!, 

But  that,  I  know,  thou  wou’dP  torment  me  there. 

Such  is  my  hate.  I’ll  defperately  dare. 

And,  to  fhun  Thee,  all  other  Curfes  bear. 

Ri.  Then  hear  thy  Doom.  Out  of  meer  Spight  I  love  thee. 
Love  thee  with  moft  inveterate  bent  of  mind. 

And  thus  will  hate  thee  worfe  •  yes  worle  1*11  hate  thee. 
When  force  has  gain'd  what  thou  deny’P  my  Love. 

That  which  willquench  my  Flame,  Ihall  kindle  thine  ; 

Then  for  the  Pleafing  Cure  to  me  thou’lt  run. 

Still  clofe  thou’lt  follow,  but  as  faP  1*11  fhun  : 

From  wealth,  from  me.  I’ll  calmly  fee  thee  torn. 

And  leave  thee  nothing  but  thy  naked  fcorn. 

Pla.  Blear  thou,  the  Purer  fate  attends  thy  Qrimes  $ 

In  fudden  wealth,  as  fudden  a  decay  : 

Then  univerfal  hate,  in  prefling  want  ,• 

And,  in  that  want,  ficknefs  without  Relief. 

Thus  lingring,  thou  lhalt  envy  Parving  beggars ; 

Shame  and  Reproach  clogging  thy  heavy  hours. 

Then,  guilty  confidence  hurrying  on  defpair. 

Hang  between  Heav’n  and  Earth,  as  fit  for  neither  ;  ^ 

And  none  Endeav’ring  thy  curft  life  to  fave, 

Dye  without  Tears  or  Pray’rs ,  and  want  a  Grave.  Exit. 

Ri.  'Tis  well.thou’rt  gone,  proud  Thing.  I’m  urg’d  fo  far, 

I  fcarce  cou’d  hold  from  making  good  my  Threats. 

’Tis  yet  too  foon,  but  ifmy  plot  fucceeds 
Thou  fnalt  be  mine ,  or  bear  thy  fiiare  of  Ruin. 

If  I’m  left  hopelefs,  hope  not  to  befpar’d. 

No,  when  I  fall  unpittied,  perifh  Nature  ^ 

Dye  all  that’s  humane  in  me  but  Revenge  ,• 

I  '  '  Like 


Like  a  fall  n  Sprighttodefperation  drivn, 

I  d  be  more  damn'd  to  keep  my  Foes  from  heav’n  • 

With  powerful  fpight  I’ll  all  their  hopes  deftroy. 

And  drag  ’em  downwards  with  a  difmal  Joy.  Exit. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Morat,  and  Zemet,  who  keeps  at  a. difiance. 

Morat.  jl^'He  Day’s  grown  old,  and  almoft  loft  in  night  : 

JL  Work  in  each  Street  gives  way  to  (oft  amufements  2 
All  Nature’s  bufinefs  feems  now  to  be  Love. 

The  wind  with  ftronger  fighslalutes  the  Flowers, 

Defcending  Clouds  embrace  and  kifs  the  Earth. 

And,  while  the  Sun  on  the  Sea’s  bofome  Refts, 

Th’  officious  Moon,  who  winks,  with  half  a  face. 

Lends  a  fecurer  light  to  meeting  Lovers. 

For  now  they  meet  ,*  Th’ impatient  happy  youth 
Sees  his  kind  Nymph  come  tripping  ore  the  Plain  : 

They  fly,  they  rufli  into  each  others  armsj 
The  Lover’s  Blefs’d  and  rifles  all  her  Charms. 

Thus  eager,  but  lefs  certain,  here  I  come 
To  feek  my  better  Fate,  my  lov'd  Placentia. 

Make  hafte,  O  night,  extend  thy  fable  Wings/ 

Let  Nature  wear  a  blacker  Face  than  mine, 

"When  the  Fair  owns  her  Love,  and  I  my  felf, 

"When  with  kind  Rudenefs,  I  force  willing  Kifles,* 

Hide,  hide  Placentia  s  bluflies  from  my  Eyes, 

Or  with  Excefs  of  joy,  the  blefs’d  Vincentio  dyes. 

Enter  Ricardo,  and  two  Bravoes . 

Ri.  But  are  you  fure  the  Ship’s  at  your  difpofal. 
i  Bra.  The  Brigantine  is  ours,  my  Lord,*  we  could  not 
Get  one  for  any  hire  ,*  but  feiz  d  on  this  with  eafe. 

Moft  of  the  men  were  gone  afliore.  Befldes 
The  Captain  is  a  new  revolted  Pyrate, 

Who  was  as  glad  of  us  as  we  of  him.  Enter  Servants  with 

Lights,  which  they  fet  upon  the  Table . 
Hu/h !  here’s  the  Moor !-— -In  half  an  hour  attend  me. 


Morat , 


.  \  ^5) 

'Morat  a(ide.  Whifp’ring  and  Bravoes !  fure  there’s  mifchief 
For  once  I’ll  force  my  felf  to  feem  a  Villain,  (hatching. 

To  fift  out,  and  prevent; it - 

Ri.  You’re  pun&ual,  worthy  Moor,  but  why  fo  thoughtful i 
Morat.  I  was  but  thinking 
Why  men,  who  know  each  other  to  be  Cheats, 

Shou’d  to  their  prejudice  ftriv.e  to  feem  honeft. 

Ri.  What,  do  you  think  I  now  diflemble  with  you  ? 

Morat.  Why  not,  my  Lord?  fince  I  my  felf  diifembled. 

Ri.  How  !  you  ?  plain-dealing  blunt  Morat  diffemble? 

Mor.  We  all  for  Love,  Revenge,  or  Int’reft  feign,  } 
And  all,  for  diff’rent  ends,  feem  diff’rent  men,  C  / 

Then  fhift  like  Play’rs-,  and  are  ourfelves-again.  j 

Ev’n  the  mod  wife,  with  ftudied  labour,  hide. 

When  flatter’d,  Joy  ;  and  when  exalted,  Pride. 

Old  Maids,  if  fuch  there  be,  diffemble  youth  ; 

Young  Widows,  forrow  ;  Wives  and  Husbands,  truth. 

The  heir  feigns  Joy,  if  his  fick  friends  revive. 

Yet  almoft  dyes  for  grief  that  they’re  alive  ; 

The  Trader  rails  at  Thieves  who  Forefts  range. 

Cants,  prays,  yet  cheats,  and  fhakes  a  whole  Exchange. 

The  Common  Jilt,  with  face  and  paffion  feign’d. 

Hugs  fome  rich  fool,  nor  leaves  him,  till  he’s  drain’d. 
Diffembling’s  all  Mankind’s  Prerogative  7 

We  know  ’tis  us’d  by  all,  yet  ftill  believe,  S» 

And  thus  are  all  deceiv'd,  and  all  alike  deceive.  3 

Ri.  I’ve  been  deceiv’d  indeed. .  What,  wou’d  you  tempt 
Your  Convert  to  relapfe  ? 

Mor.  Come,  come,  unmask  my  Lord,  I’m  bare- fac’d  now. 
And  know  you ;  know  me  too  ;  I’m  left  Executor, 

And  the  Will  gives  your  Sifters  and  Placentia 
Moft  of  th’  Eftate.  I’ve  nothing  but  my  Sword  ; 

Command  it,  and  my  Pow’r,  fo  I  may  fhare 
Some  of  the  gain  you  by  my  means  may  reap.’ 

Ri.  Shall  I  believe  thee  true  ? 

Mor.  Li£e  all  mankind,  true  to  my  Intereft. 

Ri  Then  thou’lt  be  true  to  me - 

Come  to  my  arms,  thou  fureft,  beft  of  friends. 

With  feeble  Oaths  we’ll  not  each  other  bind  «; 

No  Tye  but  Int’reft  ftrongly  links  mankind. 

Mor.  Y  ou  love  Placentia  ? 

Ri.  I  love  no  Woman,  but  I  luft  for  all  ^ 

And  her  above  the  reft  ,*  tho  hopelefs  yet  : 

But  now  I’ve  a  defign,  you  foon  fttall  know —  A  fiourijh  for  a 
Hark,  Muflc  ! — -lure  this  Serenade’s  for  her;  Serenade. 
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T^s  giv’n  fo  near  her  Window  ;  lees  put  out 

The  lights ;  perhaps  we  may  know  more.  They  pit  out  the  Light;. 

Mcrat.  Placentia  !  hah  1  I  find  I  am  not  proof 
Againft  th’intruding  Monfter  Jealoufy. 

Out  of  my  heart,  thou  gnawing  envious  paffion  l 
The  look’ll  fo  like  a  Vice,  I  will  not  lodge  Thee. 

A  Serenading  Sympbmy  is  heard,  as  front  •without . 

Enter  Placentia  while  tis  perform'd. 

Via.  What  wretch  has  chos’n  this  night  for  Serenades  ?. 

Alas  1  my  only  Charmer's  gone  for  ever. 

And  with  him  all  the  Joys  thefe  Notes  wou’d  fummom 
%  They  might  as  well  before  Church-windows  revel, 

And  with  unheeded  Numbers  tempt  the  Dead. 

Yet  have  my  hopelefs  wiflies  drawn  me  hither. 

Where  I  unfeen  may  beft  inform  my  felf. 

Whether,  as  Ifufpect,  thefe  are  not  his  Mufician* 

Perhaps  he’s  not  gone  yet,  but  Hays  to  free  me. 

Time  was  I  fiiou  d  have  trembl’d  thus  alone. 

But  Grief  and  Fear.itfelThave  made  me  bold. 

Enter  Fabiano,  Captain ,  a  Servant,  with  a  dark  Lam  horn.. 
Ha  J  who,  are  thefe  ? 

Fa.  She’s  here,-  fear  not,  my  Soul.  ’Tis  your  adorer. 
Mcrat.  Ha  (farting. 

Ri,  Stir  not  yet.  (afide  to  Mor. 

Fa.  Take  this,  thou  friendly  guide,  with  my  beft  Thanks, 
And  watch  to  let  us  out  [Ghesthe  Servant  Money.  Ex.  Servant  *. 

Via:  Oh  1  I  am  all  furprize.  Why  wou’d  you  venture  thus  ? 
Why,  with  this  Mufick  ?  Is’t  to  puni/h  me  ? 

Fa.  Think  not  thofe  accents  meant  to  move  the  Soul, 

Oh  !  lovely  Maid,  more  Mufick’s  in  your  name  __ 

They’re  but  the  mournful  Prelude  to  my  Dirge  $ 

And  ferve  t’amufe  obferving  Spyesone  way. 

That  we  more  fafely  may  efeape  another  : 

For  I  am  come  once  more  to  fee  and  free  you. 

Then  go,  where  my  defpair  fhall  neer  torment  you. 

Fla.  Oh  I  muft  fhare  your  grief  where  e’re  you  go  ; 

You  never  can  be  abfent  from  my  heart. 

Morat.  I  hope,  I  dream. 

Is  this  the  love  Ibleft  my  felf  withal ! 

Fa.  Sighs  ftop  my  words. 

Via.  And  Tears  obftrud  my  fight. 

Fa.  Oh  1  if  you  lov’d  1 
Via.  I  love  you  but  too  well. 

For  my  Soul’s  quiet,  dear  unhappy  man. 

Mo - 


S'- 


>  5/  ./ 

Moral ,  Oh  curfed  found'/  ha’s  lov’d  !  he's  but  too  happy. YDV 
Via.  Go  prcfecute  your  generous  Dei ;gn, 

See  foreign  Lands,  and  vifit  diftant  Goitres! 

Fa.  Since  you  will  have  me  go,  I  will  Placentia: 

Bui  not  to  Courts.  No,  I  will  find  fome  Defart  : 

There  wiill  lingcrout  a  wretched  Being, 

Till  grief  that  ntirfe  of  Sighs,  can  yield  no  more. 

And- with  your  namo-upon  my  Lips,  1  dye. 

P  la.  Alas  ,  my  Wilhes  contradict  themfelves  - 
1  vvifir  you’d  lov’d  me  Bill,  I  with  you  vvou’d  forget  me. 

Yet  love  me,  iove-rae  ftill,  where  ere  you  go. 

Moral.  Racks,  Wheels,  and  Vultures  ■!  -  (afidP) 

Via.,  Stay,  but  one  moment,  I  will  fetch  fome  Jewels  • 
cc  To  pay  my  Portion  to  the  Monaftty, 

“  Then  J’ll  fiy  thither  under  your  conduct, 

For  there’s  no  fafety  here,  now  brave  Vincer.tids  Dead.  Ex.  Pin. 

Morat.  Oh!  that  he  were  (afide.)  I  can  forbear  no  longer. 
Who  are  you  there,  that  with  falie  Lights  and  Vows 
Seek  to  dilhonor  noble  families,  .  fZemet  comes  up  to  Morat.J 
By  ravifhing  young  Virgins  from  their  Houfes  ? 

Fa.  Whoe’re  thou  art,  I  juftly  fling  the  lye  back  in  thy  face. 
Mor.  Our  quarrel’s  juft  o’  both  fides,  if  3t  befo : 

Then  let  not  odds  on  mine  e’re  make  it  lefts. 

How  many  are  you  arm’d  l 

Fa.  Were  only  two,  yet  dare  defie  you  all  • 

Tho,  if  the  Moon’s  faint  light  deceives  me  not,  you’re  three; 
Mor.  That  fhall  not  be  \  Ricardo ,  now  Hand  by.  Draw,  Zemetl 
Ri.  afide.  No,  I’ll  get  lights  — I  hope  they’ll  rid  me  of  a  Rival. 

Exit  Ricardo, 

Fa.  Whoe’re  thou  art,  tho  thy  Reproach  was  bafe. 

Yet  this  proceeding’s  noble.  Wou'd  we  had 

The  Sun  to  light  us  to  each  other's  face.  I  wou'd  fee  thine. 

Let’s  to  fome  fitter  place  to  fight  this  quarrel. 

For  which  I  know  no  motive  but  thy  Rudenefs. 

Mor.  Yes,  there  are  many  •  but  my  face  wou’d  fhow 
By  light  but  little  otherwife  than  now. 

I  am  the  Moor,  deceas’d  Fifteenth's  friend.  - 
Fa.  I  ever  lov'd  him  • 

And,  for  his  lake,!  wou’d  nor  kill  thee,  Moor. 

Mor.  But  he  wou’d  thee,  if  he  were  in  my  place, 

For  Healing  thus  from  him  Placentia  s  love. 

But  Ill  revenge  at  once  his  airongs  and  mine. 

Fa.  Were  he  alive  I’d  not  invade  his  right  ,• 

And  as  for  thee?,  how  canft  thou  fay  I  wrong'd  thee  ? 

Mm. 


■■Me?.  Oh  !  -ye  immortal  PowYs  !  What,  have  I  got 
'••A  talking  fyllogiftick  Enemy  ? 

Andafor  a  prize  great  as  Placentia  $  heart? 

Know,  whofoe’re  thou  art,  I  love  Placentia. 

Will  thatyet  roufe  thy  Courage? 

Fa.  Hah  1  Thou  love  her !  s 

Vile  Black !  I’ll  free  her  from  thatfliame,  or  dye. 

Morat  fights  Fabiano,  the  Cap. fights  Zerrtet,  and  difarms 
him  oat  of  fight ,  then  (tofeyn  with  Fabiano,)  he  Re-enters , 
[up port  mg  him] (elf  on  his  Sip  or  cl. 

Z?m-  (without )  Difarm’d  !  Curd  Chance  !  Help  !  Help! 
Capt.  Unlucky  Wound  !  he  has  hurt  me  in  the  Thigh, 

And  now Im  ufelefs.  [Falls, 

Enter  Placentia,  who  offers  to  flep  between  them. 

Fla.  Oh!  hold!  or  know  you  kill  a  harnalefs  Wlai&fThey flop. 
Morat.  Madam,  retire. 

Fa.  Leave  us  a  while,  dear  Madam. 

Fla.  No,  here  I’ll  take  my  death,  or  hinder  yours. 

Fa.  Oh  !  fly  J  while  this  Moor  lives,  I  cannot  free  you. 

Fla.  Ah.’  why  fo  cruel.  Moor/ 

Morat.  I  love  and  will  not  lofe  you. 

Fla.  Thename  of  loveispoifon’don  thy  Tongue. 

;Oh!  fully  not  my  Virtue  with  .thy  paffion. 

Can  you  now  think  me  worth  your  care,  my  Lord  ? 

■Fa.  Heav’ncan  receive  no  fpots  from  Blafphe  my  ,* 

But,  fpight  of  that,  the  pious  pay  their  duty. 

And  mine’s  to  dye  or  free  you.  (offers  to  fight  again.) 

Fla.  Oh/  flay  1  hold  /  if  you  love  your  felvesorme. 

Who  firft  defids,  I’ll  think  the  trued  lover. 

Fa.  Mud  I  not  punilh  him  ?  She  fuddenly  interpofes  and 

holds  Fabiano. 

Fla.  Yes  in  my  arms- - Thus  punifh  him  more  fafely. 

Now,  Moor,  if  thou  woud’ft  kill  him,  kill  me  too. 

Enter  Ricardo,  Zemet,  and  Servants s  with  lights. 

Mor.  Fabiano  ! 

Ri.  How  does  my  worthy  friend  ? 

Mor.  Oh  /  never  worfe. 

Ri.  Where  are  you  wounded,  Sir  ? 

Mor.  Oh  !  at  the  heart  —  by  killing  jealoufy. 

Fa.  Madam,  till  morning  I  mud  leave  you  here. 

And  then  I’ll  wait  on  you. 

Fla.  Oh  that’s  too  long,  where  honour  is  iinfafe. 

Mor.  Let  him  prote<d  you  there,  if  I  am  grown 
•So  fear’d , a.  Ravifher. 

Fa. 


Fa.  Madam,  we  will :  my  wounded  friend  wants  help, 

The  Moor  is  brave,  and  thus  we  muft  be  fafe. 

Mor.Zemet, While  I  retire,  flay  and  obferve  'em.  Ea.Morat. 
Ri.  O  do  not  fear  me.  Madam  :  what  I  threatn’d 
Is  far  from  my  intent,  ’twas  but  tofri  ght  you 
Into  complying.  1  adore  your  virtue.  [The Captain  is  carried  in. 
Oh  pardon  me,  be  bleft,and  make  me  fo.[F«?  kneels  n? Placentia. 
Enter  Laura,  with  her  two  Children  led  by  Servants. 

Lau.  Confufion  l 

Ri.  Hah  !  -  They  fiart  and  look  amaz.edly  at  each  othev , 

Lau.  Ruin’d  / 

Ri.  Both,  if  you  flay.  (Afide  to  Laura .) 

You  found  me  begging  here  a  reconcilement 
Of  this  fair  Enemy,  who’s  wedded  to  a  Cloyfter  ; 

But  I’ll  withdraw  with  you,  to  know  what  fit 
Ufurps  your  patience,  Madam. 

Lau.  No,  learn  that  here. 

Ri.  Oh  hold  !  retire,  or  we’re  undone.  -(Afide  to  Laura. 
Lau.  No,  perjur’d  man.  All  here  fiiall  known  my  wrongs;  - 
Defpair  disclaims  Referves :  tis  as  I  fear’d • 

Impatient  Creditors  drive  me  from  home, 

Juft  now  my  goods  were  feiz’d,  and  here  thy  heart. 

All,  all,  I  find,  is  loft  ,•  of  what  the  fondnefs 
Of  my  late  Husband  left  me  when  he  dy’d,l 
I’ve  nothing  now,  but  thefe  his  heiplefs  Infants* 

Thefe  Innocents,  depriv’d  like  their  poor  Mother, 

Ev’n  of  a  place  to  lay  their  little  heads. 

i  Child.  Oh  fad  !  have  we  then  ne  r  another  home  ? 

Pm  hungry,  cold,  and  tir’d,  indeed  I  am. 

j Lau.  Oh  wretched  Children,  but. more  wretched  Mother/ 
Fa.  This  Scene  adds  grief  to  grief,  yet  tempts  to  flay  : 

Ri.  I  ftiare  your  forrows.  Madam  :  Let’s  withdraw, 

You  may  expedl  to  find  a  friend  in  me. 

Lew.  A  friend  !  how  cold,  how  unlfke  one  he  talks  ! 

And  looks,  as  if  Iwere  his  Wife  already. 

I’m  loft,  he’s  falfe!  I  faw  it.  This  confirms  it. 

I  can  no  longer  doubt  the  dreadful  truth. 

But  if  Revenge  - *  \_Looks  angrily  upon  Placentia.  ' 

FJa.  I  dare  no  longer  flay.  Going..: 

Lau.  Stay,  thou  invader  of  my  right. 

Fa.  Hold,  Madam.  (Inter fojing, 

Lau.  Stay,  Lm  all  patience  yet .' 

Let  me  perufe  you,  Madam - 

Thou  vulgar  thing,  thou  Face  mean  as  thy  Birth, 

How  • 
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low  durft  thou  tempt  the  Creature  of  my  Love  ? 
I'm- now. convinc’d  that  nothing  but  a  Philtre 
Coii’d  thus  divert  his  choice  from  roe  to  thee. 


But  wer’t  thou  Beauty’s  Queen  ,  thy  charms  are  vain. 

I  d  blafi  them  all,  my  eonqueft  to  maintain. 

Dare  but  to  hope  my  Cave  to  difengage, 

Not  heav’n  it  felf  fhall  fhield  tliee  from  my  Rage. 

Via.  If  Don  Ricardos  yours,  pray  keep  him.  Madam. 
Icou.’dev’nhate  my  felf  for  plead  ng  him  ,* 

Then  think  not  I’ll  e’re  court  his  odious  Love,  , 

Sooner  fnall  freedom  doat  on  Tyranny, 

Sooner  will  I  be  perjur’d,  or  he  true.  [Ex.  Plac.  W^Fabiano. 

Zcm.  after  'em 

Lau.  By  her  Difdain,  it  fhou’d  be  fo.  —  Juft  Powers  / 
Shou’d  he  fhun  me,  to  doat  on  one  who  fhuns  him, 

Twou’d  be  Revenge,  yet  heighten  my  Difgrace, 

Am  I  then  fallen  fo  low  tofeek  him  whom  The  fcorns  ? 

Ri.  1  ft  ill  am  true  - - But  hear  me.  [afide  to  Laura. 

Lau.  No,  thou  can’ftonlybe  thy  felf,  and  falle. 

Tve  heard  too  much.  I’m  cur’d  at  once  and  loath  thee. 

I  thought  not,  I  fo  tamely  cou’d  have  bom 
Thy  change  ;  but  ’tis  fopoor,  I  fcorn  thee  now. 

Kaife  m /fortunes 

High  as  they  flood,  our  contract  fhall  be  void. 

Ri.  Can  you  mean  this? 

Lan.  Witnefs  it,  alfthat  hear* me  ! 

Ri.  Then  be  it  fo. 

Lau.  Do  you  confent  ? 

Ri.  I  do. 


Lau.  Firft  perifh  (he,  thou,  I  and  all  the  World. 

Perfidious  Fool !  cqu’d’ft  thou  prefume  to  think 
I’d  give  thee  leave  to  live  and  be  another’s  ? 

PE.  1  was  a  fool, -  for  I  believ’d  a  Woman  1 

Lau.  And  I  a  greater,  I  believ’d  a  Man  > — — — 

Ri.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  out  of  meer  pity  I  muft  ufe  her  ill.f  afide 
Curft  be  your  Love,  and  your  alfuming  Pride, 

Still  thus  Vexatious,  but  moft  curft  your  Cunning  ] 

Thus  do  too  many  ofyour  Sex  deceive  us ; 

For  they  can  feign  and  lye  and  weep  at  will.- — 

Referv’dnefs  is  a  Bawd  to  their  ftol’n  pleafures. 

For*  asfome  wear  fine  Cloaths  with  empty  purfes. 

They’ve  but  the  drefs  of  virtue,  not  the  lubftanqe. 

Their  modefty’s  as  thin,  as  are  their  Veils, 

Worn  alike  ev’ry  where,  bu  tin  their  Chambers. 

Their  Reafon  is  a  Slave  to  their  wild  Paffions, 


Their 
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Their  honefty  to  the  Defires  of  Men, 

And  their  belt  vertue’s  damn’dHypocrily. 

Lau.  And  what’s  your  Sexe’s  who  thus  rail  at  ours. 

To  hide  your  worle  dilfembling,  which  all  ours 
Is  but  to  Counterplot  i  while  all  the  faults. 

For  which  you  blame  us,  are  (till  caus’d  by  you  ? 

You,  who  all  promife,  and  who  ail  betray  ,• 

Who  ufe  your  fironger fenfe  to  ruin  our  weaknefs : 

And  take  a  greater  freedom  to  be  bad, 

Nay,  boaft  ev’n  of  more  vice  than  you  can  a<5L; 

Force  us  to  feign,  and  live  reclufe  like  Slaves,  • 

Yet  damn  us  for  a  flip,  of  which  you  glory. 

You,  proud,  deluding,  treach’rous  Tyrant— -—Men : 

Your  very  Heroes  are  but  bold  Deftroyers, 

Your  good  Companions  are  but  Libertines,  {Walks  fibout 

And  your  fond  Lovers  but  defigningTraytors.  dijxontentedly , 

Ri.  to  hlmfelf.  I  find  as  vvain  to  think  t’outrail  a  Woman. 

I  mull  try  fofter  means.  ■. 

Truft  me,  were  both  undone,  if  you  rave  on  ;  To  Laura/o/- 
But  if  you’re  calm.  I’ll  double  your  Eftate.  loiving  her. 

•Lau.  Cruel,  how  durft  thou  thus  affront  my  Love  ? 

What  did  I  ever  wilh  for,  but  thy  heart  ? 

Did  I  defire  thy  wealth  ?  Did  I  not  give  thee 
AU  I  podTeft  and  beggar  thefe  young  wretches, 

Whofe  fight  now  fills  my  drooping  Soul  with  Grief,  (pvvps) 
And  finks  my  fpirits  to  the  loweft  ebb  ; 

For,  with  our  Wealth,  our  Spirits,  fink,  I  find. 

Ri.  Oh  check  that  Love — You  know  not  what  you  ask, 
Whate’re  I  feem,  I  fcorn  t’  undo  ycui  more. 

I  am— Oh !  I  lhall  fay  too  much  !  I  fvvear,  (ajide 

The  difmal  truth  .was  on  my  lips- - .Farewel - ( Going 

Lau.  Stay  !  Oh  !  -  dye  with  fliame,  but  cannot  leave  him. 
Heav’ns,  is  this  he  who  (wore  eternal  truth  l  ( Holds  him 

Ri.  Do,  rail  on,  curfe  me,  hate  me,  fcorn  me,  fpurn  me. 
That  I  may  dare  to  wrong  you,  or  we’re  ruin’d 
Heav’n  knows’tis  fate, more  than  my  falfchood,  parts  us  — 
Lau.  Oh  racks'/  oh  pangs.'  oh  that  we  could  but  deal 
With  love,  when  flighted,  as  we  can  with  friendlhip, 

Part  company,  and  love  and  friendlhip  too* 

But  ’twill  not  be  - - 1  burft  with  grief  and  rage. 

Mull  I  bear  this  ?  Is  there  no  way  to  eafc  ? 

My  Rival— I’ll  find  her  out,  and  give  her  inftant  death  .(Going 
Ri.  Hold  Madam  — - — ■ ■  (Ricardo  binders  htr, 

Lau.  Let  me  go. 


Ri.  You  muft  not. 

Lau.  Prevented!  and  by  thee?  Oh  my  heart  breaks ! 

My  Rage  works  inwards - help  •  I  faint— —I  dye .' 

Swoont  in  her  Womens  arms,  and  is  laid  in  an  Arm-Chair, 
Worn.  Oh  help  my  Lady  / 

Rii  Run  to  my  Clofet  /  I’ve  rich  Cordials  there — - 

By  heavens  I  pity  her  !  Exit  Ricardo’*  Servant. 

Yes,  from  my. Soul  I  do.  Her  Charms,  her  Love 
Deferve  a  better  late  Oh  !  I  cou’d  kill  my  felf. 

My  moft'  unhappy  fickle  felf !  but  hold  ! 

"Wou’d  that  relieve  her  ?  No  :  Then  live,  Ricardo , 

Live  to  fupply  her  wants  out  of  Placentia's  fortune. 

But  how  ?  while  Laura  lives,  /he’ll  hill  obftrud  thee. 

Oh  !  whither  am  I  driv  n  ?  Thoughts  not  fo  far  i 
<c  But  if  fhe  lives  we  re  ruin  d  both  !  a  dreadful  truth  / 

Ci  I  feel  a  ftrange  Remorfe. 

Stay,  Life’s  to  her  a  greater  pain  than  Death. 

Then  let  her  dye  - — ■- 

£t  Down  checking  fcruples.  Let  me  tell  my  Soul 
fc  ’Tis  a  kind  a£c,  and  neceflary  mifchief. 

Re-enter  Servant  with  a  Cafe  of  Bottles,  Ri  .opens  it,  takes  out 
one ,  and  caufes  fome  cfrcps  to  he  pour’d  into  Laura’*  mouth. 

Few  drops  of  this  will  foon  reftore  her  fences - * 

And  in  few  hours  give  her  eternal  reft.  [afdei] 

Woman.  How  your  hand  fhakes,  my  Lord. 

Ri.  Alas !  I’m  much  concern’d  for  her,  poor  Lady - - 

See,  Ihe  revives. 

Lau.  More  cruelly  to  dye. 

For,  to  the  wretched,  Life’s  a  puniJhment, 

And  moft  to  me,  loft,  hopelefs,  yet  ftill  loving. 

Oh  women,  women,  boa-ft  your  pow’rnomore. 

How  foon  our  pride  is  humbled  !  firft  we  triumph. 

But  oh  ’tis  only  with  more  weight  to  feel 
Th’  infuking  fcorn  of  our  Rebellious  Slaves. 

Weep,  Laura  weep  ]  Think  how  with  this  falfe  Charmer 
(Checking  thy  native  haughtinefs  of  Soul) 

Thou  cou’dft  have  liv’d  an  humble  Cottage  mate, 

A  pattern  to  all  Wives.  Yet  now  he  flights  thee  ^ 

Tho  ruin’d  for  his  fake,  and  unpofteft; 

Oh  let  me  rave,  bemad,  tear,  tear  my  hair. 

My  face,  my  eyes,  curfe  their  weak  Charms, 

Groan  on  the  ground,  and  grovel  till  at  laft 
It  hides  me  in  a  Grave.  Throws  her  felf  on  the  ground • 

Ri.  Pray,  Madam,  rife. 

There’s 


There’s  an  apartment  ready  to  receive  you. 

Lau.  Away  /——Think  not  I’ll  flay  in  this  ungrateful  Houfe  : 
No,  let  me  lye  expos’d  to  the  bleak  Air, 

On  the  cold  pavement,  in  fome  lonefome  ftreet ; 

A  Lodging  fit  for  my  forlorn  condition  ; 

While  my  poor  Children,  freezing,  tir’d,  half  familht. 

With  tears  and  moans,  pierce  the  mofr  cruel  hearts, 

And  with  cold  fcraps  feed  miferable  life. 

Oh  difmal,  difmal  thought  /  But  ’twill  not  long  torment  me  : 
I  fhall  run  mad,  I  hope.  Yet  then,  I  fear, 

As  on  my  Straw  I  rave,  a  doleful  fpe&acle. 

Still  with  a  figh  to  all  my  Sex  I’ll  cry. 

Thus,  thus,  poor  Laura  fares  for  being  true. 

Ri.  Oh  !  how  this  /hakes  my  Soul !  /he  /hall  not  dye.  ( afide . 
Run,  fetch  Phyficians— But  hold.  I’m  mad  too. 

How  will  that  help  her  ? - Gently  raife  her  up. 

Then  lead  her  hence  to  reft.  *  They  raife  her  up. 

Lau.  It  muft  be  to  the  Grave  then.'  Wou’d  it  were. 

So  my  curft  Rival  were  but  there  with  me  ! 

Oh  how  the  thoughts  of  her  inflame  my  Soul ! 

May  a  wrong’d  woman’sCurfesfoon  o’retake  her. 

Wrinkles,  Deformity,  Defires,  and  Scorn, 

Detra&ing  blaft  her  fame,  worft  plagues  her  Charms, 

Eternal  Difappointments,  Grief,  Difquiet, 

Confufion  Shame,  and  Mifery  like  mine 

Purfue  her,  and  the  caufe  of  my  Defpair.  (Ex.  Lau.  cum  futt. 

Ri.to  himfelf. How  my  Soul’s  racktjftiame  combating  with  pity] 
Methinks  I  fee  her  ft  ill,  and  the  Bane’s  working———. 

I  feel  her  Pangs,  I  hear  her  Groans - —  Oh  horror/ 

Enter  Bravoes}  and  Lieutenant. 

Brav.  My  Lord — .  r* 

Ri.  to  himfelf.  It  /hall  not  be  j  I’ll  Lave  her,  tho  I  peri/h — * 
Bra.  My  Lord  !  He’s  loft  in  thought. 

Ri.to  himfelf  But  will  that  eafe  her  ? 

Bra.  My  Lord  1 1  — 

Ri.  Hah/ - ’  ( Starting 

Bra.  I’ve  brought  the  Captain  of  the  Ship  :  our  friends 
Wait  with  his  men  without. 

Ri.  I  thank  thee.  Hell !  thou  haft  determin’d  me.  afidt 
Plate,  Money,  Jewels,  and  the  chief,  the  Women, 

This  very  night  fhall  all  be  fhipt  for  Afric. 

%  the  Bravo.  Come,  let's  make  all  things  ready  for  our  flight ; 
Then  in  Placentia's  Lodgings  feize  Labia,  ■ 

He’ll  bean  Hoftage  for  our  future  Pardon, 
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Oh  Laura  ! -  But  I  cannot  help  thy  Fall. 

Neceffity  makes  Villains  of  us  all. 


Exeunt 
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Enter  Placentia,  Fabiano. 

Pla.  /'"YH  hafte,  let’s  fly,  my  Lord ! - Ricardo's  Threats, 

U*  His  bufie  gloomy  Looks,  his  odd  Expreffions, 

That  Lady’s  wrongs,  her  Rage,  and  all  things  here, 

Muft  have  convinc’d  you,  ’tis  unfafe  to  flay. 

Fa.  But  oh  my  Captain  ? 

Pin.  The  danger  cannot  reach  him. 

Enter  three  Bravoes,  who  fur  prize  Fab-  take  his  Sword, 
throw  it  by,  and  bind  him. 

Fa.  Ha  /  Villains  /  by  whole  orders  am  I  feiz’d  ? 
i  Bra.  By  Don  Ricardo’s  hedefigns  no  hurt : 

As  for  you.  Madam,  you  muft  now  deliver 
Your  Money,  Plate,  and  Jewels,*  elfe  we  ve  orders 
To  take  ’em  all  by  force. 

pia.  Affiftmethen,  Defpair  !  (afide.) 

If  there's  no  Remedy,  go  with  me  yonder  5  7 0  them 

You’ll  find  much  more  than  e’re  your  hearts  cou’d  wifli. 

1  Bra.  Search  ev’ry  where,  while  I  attend  Ricardo.  Exit. 
Two  of  the  Bravoes  run  to  the  place  pointed  to  yem  by  Placentia, 
jhe  fleps  out  after  ’em,  locks  a  door ,  and  re  enters  immediately. 
Pla.  By  happy  Chance  I’ve  lockt  the  Villains  in. 

While  eagerly  they  rufh’d  to  feize  their  Prey - 

I  muft  unbind  you,  but  I  tremble  fo, 

I  fcarce  have  po  w’r  to  do  it.  [She  begins  to  unbind  him. 

Enter  Ricardo  hajlily ,  with  a  Dagger  in  his  band. 

Ri.  Hold  ! 

Pla  and  Fa.  Hah  ! 

Ri.  Attempt  to  free  him,  and  he  dyes. 

Fa.  Thus  Robbers  fteal  our  wealth,  then  leave  us  bound. 

Ri  You’re  robb’d  of  nothing  fince  {he’d  be  a  Nun  $ 

Neither  {hall  you  be  left;,  but  go  with  us. 

Pa.  She  {hall  not  go. 
pla.  Villain,  I  will  not  go  j 
And  rather  wou’d  be  wedded  to  the  Plague. 

Ri.  Oh!  how  that  blufh  of  Rage,  that  Pullen  Grace, 

That 


That  fcornfulfmilc,  now  blended  with  a  frown. 

That  foft  Emotion,  and  that  wild  of  Beauty 
Fire  my  hot  blood  !  It  mantles,  bubbles,  boyls  f 
My  full  Veins  fwell,  and  the  revulfive  Red 
Whirls  flushing  o’re  my  face.  Oh  I’m  all  tranfport ' 

I  muft,  I  will  be  bled.  The  coy  Placentia, 

Since  jhe’ll  not  be  my  Wife,  fhall  be  my  Miftrefs. 

Come,  quickly  yield  !  for  I’ll  this  very  moment. 

Secure  my  blifs,  left  my  defign  fhou’d  fail. 

Fa.  If  thou’rt  a  man,  unbind  and  kill  me  firft. 

Ri.  Rave  on,  and  like  the  damn’d  now  feel  a  hell. 

To  fee  mefeize  the  Heav’n  of  love  by  force. 

Via.  Ohfaveme,  heav’n!  Ricardo ,  think  of  heav’n. 

Fa.  Hold  .'  Is  the  man  loft  in  the  luftful  Brute  ? 

Thou  lookft  a  man,  then  bear  thee  now  like  one, 

Ri.  So  I  intend — -  Come,  with  me,  or  I’ll  force  you. 

Pulls  Pla.  while  Fabianoar  ftriving  privately  to  unbind  himfelf. 
Via.  Can  fruit  while  immature  indulge  the  Tafte? 

Oh!  ftay  do  not  prophane  th’ unyielding  Tree  ; 

Kind  ufage  and  neceflity  at  laft 

May  ripen  crabbed  hate  to  geh’rous  Love. 

Ri.  I  Icorn  the  fruit  which  of  itfelfdo’s  fall, 

I  love  a  pleafure  I  muft  ftruggle  for. 

Via.  Your  appetite’s  deprav’d,  your  Love  diftemper’d.- 
Ri .  If  ’tis  deprav’d,  and  t’other  a  difeafe, 

Then,  fweet  or  fowr,  the  Phyfick  muft  be  taken ; 

Befides,  Refiftance  will  enhaunce  the  bleffing  ; 

Infatiate  in  the  Riot  of  my  Joys, 

I’ll  bribe,  or  teach,  or  force  you  to  be  pleas’d. 

I’ll  grafp  the  trembling,  panting,  ftruggling  Maid, 

Grac’d  with  variety  of  new  diforder  ; 

Her  drefs.  Iter  trenes  loofe,  and  in  her  face 
Rofes,  and  Lillies  in  alternate  chafe. 

I’ll  fee  her  beg,  and  beg,  to  be  deny’d. 

With  heaving  breafts,  foft  looks,  Ihort  balmy  Sighs, 

Kind  broken  words,  and  trickling  pearly  Tears, 

While  my  proud  Rival  by,  fees,  rages,  and  defpairs. 

Fa.  Racks,  Wheels,  and  Fires,  mufti  be  ftill  reftrain’dt 

(jlriving  to  unbind  hi*  leg:* 

Ri.  Comply  .' 

Pla.  I  muft  not. 

Ri.  Marry  me  then. 

Pla.  Hope. 

Ri.  1  hate  long  Sieges - ’Tis  Soldier-like  to  Storm. 

Via: 
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Th.  But  not  to  ftorm  weak  woman  !  Oh  !  forbear !  (hath. 

Ri.  I  ll  Bab  thee  then.  [A  a  threatning  fofi are ,  then ftddettly 
V  t  [  U  think  yo  U.  •  embraces  her; 

Ri.  When  his  done  ——“thou  charming  flubborn  Folly. 

ThouFoe  to  thy  ownPIeafure - — * what  Bill  foolifli  ?  — - 

Sure  I  can  grapple  with  you.  (Lord  ! 

Via.  Oh  Heav’n  1  Cro/h,  crufli  us  both  with  Thunder !  oh my 
la.  Curi't  Sight!  Death  to  my  Eyes !  Hell  to  my  Soul ! 

I  cannot  bear  it 

Blaft,  Thunder,  ftr iek,  burn,  tear  me  or  my  bands ! « — - — 
Ha! — Now,  Fate,  I  half  forgive  thee—  Rifes ,  having  freed 
Turn,  Monfler  /  his  Legs ,  comes  up  to  Ricardo. 

Ri.  Away  !  fly  inflant  Fate  !  tis  in  my  hand. 
cc  Thou  mayfl  more  fafely  tempt*the  greedy  Lyon, 
ff  When  with  contracted  Paws  he  grumbles  ore  his  prey. 
Begone/  I  never  threaten  twice. 

Villain,  flab,  or  defift.  Vujhes  P,ic.  roughly. 

Ri.  Fond,  rath  fool,  take  thy  wifli !  Offers  to  fab  him.  Pla. 
Fa.  Hah  What  means  Vlacentia  ?  fiefs  between. 

Fla.  To  rob  you  of  that  blow  ,•  I  want  it  tnoft. 

Fa.  Reitraint,  your  danger,  check,  diftradt,  unman  me . 

Oh  1  my  Vlacentia !  Oh  Ricardo  fpare  her  ! 

Via.  Oh  !  my  Fabiano !  Oh  Ricardo ,  fpare  him  ! 

Ri.  Too  long  I’ve  trifl’d  — - Band  out  of  Death’s  way. 

Via.  No,  ftrike,  ftrike  thro  my  Heart  /  Bill  thus  Fll  ftand. 
Between  the  dear  unhappy  Man  and  Fate. 

Ri.  The  dearer  he’s,  thefooner  he  ftiall  dye. 

Via.  Oh  take  the  wealth  I  now  was  leaving  !  kilims  ! 
cc  Alas  my  Death  will  mend  my  wretched  Bate, 
c>  And  I,  in  Bead  of  burying  my  felf  living 
cc  Within  thelonefom  Walls  offome  poor  Cloyfter, 

■’  Will.Iy  e  more  quiet  in  thefilent  Grave, 
e:  Forgot  among  the  folitary  Tombs. 

But  on  my  knees,  which  fear  has  fcarce  left  able 
To  bear  my  Trembling  body,  by  your  Love, 

By  the  remaining  Tears  of  this  fad  day. 

By  your  belt  hopes,  and  by  yourfuture  fafety. 

Let  me  adjure  you  ,  fpare  him,  fpare  my  honour. 

Nor  act  a  Crime  you’d  with  undone  too  late. 

Fa.  Down  Stubborn  Heart  !  bend  knees  !  Placentia  kneels. 
A  Goddefs  kneels  ;  but  fee  a  greater  wonder, 

■Ricardo  !  fee  thy  Rival  at  thy  Feet  ! 

Not  to  beg  life!  ah  no  I  wifli  to  dye  : 

Spare  her  1  oh  fpare  her !  Let  my  blood  attone. 
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Ri.  Something  I  feel  like  Pity  ,•  but  I’ll  bide  it - -  (sfidk) 

Or  yield,  or  wed  me  now,  or  both  ffiail  dye.  To  Pla!  who 

Let  go  your  hold  - - -  hoUs  him  by  the  arm. 

Via.  Oh  do  no  drag  me  thus! 

Fa,  Bound  as  I  am,  I’ll  ftrive  to  fnatch  thy  Dagger. 

Fa.  with  both  his  hands  feiz.es  Ricardo’;  Dagger*  They  ftruggk. 
Ri  .falls.  She  gets  his  Sword,  and  feints  it  to  his  breafi. 

Ri.  Hah  / 

“  Via.  Now,  Villain,  tremble/  Stir,  and  thoudy’ft. 
w  Ri.  Oh  do  not  kill  me  — I’m  not  fit  to  dye — : — — 

“  Via.  Nor  ever  wilt  therefore  unfit  to  live  : 

Ci  What  Ihou’dft  thou  fear,  thou  rt  all  a  Devil  already. 
tc  Thy  loweft  fall  can  be  but  into  Hell. 

“  Ri.  Oh,  that’s  uncharitable! 

“  Via.  Then  that’s  like  thee  : 

“  Infedlion’s  bufie  where  you  breathe/  Dye- - - 

•  Pla.  offers  to  kill  Ri.  Fa.  hinders  her. 

ec  Fa.  Hold,  dear  Placentia,  let  me  interpofe  : 
e6  I’ll  fiiield  him,  but  to  punilh  him  my  felf . 

<f  Pla.  No,  his  Sword  muft  let  out  his  tainted  blood. 

cc  Ri.  Let  not  blood  ftain  your  Innocence. 

cc  Pla.  A  Monfter’s  blood  ne’r  Rains  the  hand  that  fheds  ir 

c<  Ri.  Can  a  Virgin  do  this  ? 

fC  Via.  A  Virgin  wrong’d  can  more. 

ls  Ri.  ’Tis  not  her  office  to  be  cruel. 

(c  Pla.  But  ’tis  ev’ry  one’s  office  to  do  juftice, 
cc  Ri.  Oh !  you  are  pious,  and  you  muft  forgive. 

(c  Pla.  Now  you  can  preach  that  pity  you  deny’d. 

<e  Ri.  Oh  !  'twas  excefs  of  Love  that  urg’d  my  Crime. 
c<  Via.  Thou  never  hadft  that  goodnefs  as  to  love. 

Dye,  Virtue  ftrikes,  not  I. 

Fa.  Hold,  Madam,  free  my  hands  ,•  I’ll  kill  him  then. 
p(a.  Why  venture  twice  your  life  againft  a  Villain  l 
Fa.  What  can  I  have  to  lofe,  when  you  are  loft  ? 

Ri.  affle.  I  hate  this  iingring  —  Thus  I’ll  fcape  or  dye. 

Starts  uffiaddtnly ,  and  runs  cut._ 
Pla.  Ha  !  now  he's  fcap’d,  and  ’tis  our  turn  to  fear. 

Fa.  I’ll  fly  for  help,  unbind  me. 

Enter  Morelia,  Melinda,  and  two  tf  their  women. 

Morel.  We’ve  heard  adifmal  noife - Fabiano  bound/ 

Via.  ’Tis  now  no  time  to  talk  ;  fecure  that  door- 

They  bar  the  deers  on  the  fide  where  Ri*  cant?  cut. 
Theft,  Rape  and  Murder  are  at  hand  — ■ 

Some  of  you,  ring  the  Bell,  it  may  bring  help. 
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They  unbind  Fahiano,  who  takes  up  the  Sword. 
Fa.  Quick,  call  the  Captain  :  now  his  wound  is  bound, 
Tho  lame,  he  may  affifh  ExitServx 

Ri.  without.  Open  the  door. 

Fa.  No,  not  to  Thieves  and  Ravi/hers. 

Ri.  without-.  We’ll  break  ’em  open  then.  ( Knocks  and  wrenches 
Morel.  Heaven  fend  us  fuccour  firft.  without. 

Via.  I  fear  it  much*  *  "The  Bell  is  rung. 

Enter  Captain ,  fu pporting.  bimf df  on  a fiick- 
Fa,  Why,  then  I  can  but  dye  for  you,  Vlacentia. 

Cap.  Talk  not  of  dying.  Sir,  but  of  defence. 

Let  s  keepclofe  by  the  paffage. 

There  we  (hall  better  make  our  party  good. 

The  door  is  burfi  open,  the  Women  fhriek. 
Enter  Ricardo,  Bravoes ,  Sailers  and  Lieutenant. 

Ri  Fall  on  /  Ri.  and  the  Bravoes  fight ,  Fa. 

and  the  Capt.  who  give  way  by  degrees  ,  till  the  Lieutenant 
finding  his  Capt.  there,  falls  on  the  Bravoes,  and  with  the  help 
of  the  Sailers  difarms  them  and  Ricardo. 

Lieu.-  Our  Captain’s  here  •  fall  on  the  Rogues. 

Cap.  My  men  are  here,  beyond  my  expectation. 

Ri.  Betray’d  by  curled  Py rates  ! 

Cap.  Lieutenant,  what’s  the  matter? 

Lieu.  Our  Brigantine,  Sir,  was  o’re-pow’r’cf  by  Villains  • 

So  many  of  our  men  being  on  (Lore. 

They  came  upon  us  fo  at  unawares. 

There  was  no  other  help  but  joyning  with  them. 

I  told  them  I  was  a  revolted  Pyrate, 

Who  would  be  glad  of  fuch  good  company,*  1 

And  thus,  (ince  that.  I’ve  trac’d  them  in  their  mifehiefs. 

Being  refolv’d  to  feize  ’em,  when  my  men 
W ere  got  together,  as  they  are  now. 

Fa.  Where  is  the  Moor  ? 

Lieu  We  cannot  find  him  yet. 

Fa.  Bind  all  the  Villains,  and  confine  Ricardo. 

Enter  Don  Vincentio  undifguud,  with  Attendants. 

Vin.  Forbear,  prefumptuoiis  Lord 
Fa.  Flow  !  Don  Vincentio  living  ! 

Mol.  and  Mar.  Hah  !  ’tis  my  Brother’s  Ghoft! 

Ri.  Rifen from  the  Grave,* 

Vin.  Why  d’y.ou  all  (him  me  ?  But  perhaps  you  ought. 

Yet,  tho  much  chang’d,  I  am  Vincentio  ft  ill. 

Via.  Alive  !  oh  grant  it  heav’n. 

Vin.  Yot/vebeen  impos’d  upon,  I  find. 
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Ri.  Oh  my  dear  Brother,  how  I  mourn’d  for  you  '  [Rum 

to  embrace  him. 

Via.  Come  I’ll  believe  he  lives,  tho  ’twere  a  Dream, 

“  That  I  may  know  one  joyful  Moment  more.  {The  Ladies  and 
,  Ri.  run  to  embrace  him,  he  makes  'em  f gn  to  forbear . 

Vin.  Spare  Compliments !  It  is  your  love  I’d  have,- 
•When  I  am  fure  of  that,  the  reft  is  needlefs. 

Ri.  My  Lord,  your  Ear  a  moment  (R\.whifpers\m.) 

Vine.  I  find,  there  have  been  ftrange  diforders  here. 

Flacentia ,  as  for  you,  I  hear  you’re  grown 
An  abfolute  difpofer  of  your  felf. 

Via.  Ah  can  your  Soul  more  than  your  face  be  chang’d  / 
You  did  not  ufe  to  meet  our  joys  this  way. 

Oh  /  my  beft  Lord  !  upon  my  knees  I  beg 
ThatCalumny  may  not  poflefs  your  Soul  I 

Vin.  ( afide .)  How  am  I  chang’d  indeed  ^  I  can  ftand  by. 
And  fee  Flacentia  knee).  Oh  !  jealoufy, 

Thou  haft  perverted  all  my  noble  nature  : 

Thou  drov’ft  out  flatt’ring  hope  when  moft  fecure, 

And  all  my  Gen’rous  paftions  follow’d  it. 

Fa.  Do’s  it  become  Flacentia  thus  to  kneel,  my  Lord  ? 

Vin.  If  you  diflike  her  low  Condition,  raife  her.' 

Fa.  So,  I  can.  Sir,  and  to  as  high  a  pitch 
As  yours,  tho  mounted  thus  in  all  its  pride. 

Vin.  My  Lord,you’v.e  in  my  abfence  ftoln  a  Jewel  (ToF.  afide 
I  priz’d  above  my  life,  my  very  being. 

Reftore  it  me  again  on  your  Sword’s  point ; 

And  by  the  Grove  where  I  kill’d  ralh  Don  John. 

Fa.  to  him .]  I’ll  meet  you  ,•  fay  no  more — Rife,'  noble  Maid. 
Fla.  No,  I  will  grow  to  Earth,  except  my  Lord 
Turns  merciful  again,  and  hears  me  fpeak  ! 

Vin.  afide.  Hopes  of  Revenge  have  beat  out  jealoufy, 

And  I’m  my  felf  again  —  Ah  lovely  Maid, 

To  what  but  Heav’n  fhou’d  fo  much  Beauty  kneel  ? 

Oh!  I  was  mad,  Flacentia !  quickly  rife, 

Or  I  (hall  fink  into  the  Earth  for  frame  : 

His  words  made  no  impreflion  on  my  Mind- 

Ri.  My  Lord,  pray  keep  your  Temper,  nor/ufpedi:  me  ; 
For  I  have  proofs ,  I  wiih  the  Moor  were  here  ! 

He  firft  betray’d  their  ill  defigns  to  me. 

Vin.  Why  then,  ye  equal  judges,  hear  him  fpeak  ! 

I  am  the  Moor  —  do  you  ftart,  bafeTraducer  ? 

But  thou’rt  below  my  Thoughts'?  ’Tisyou,  Flacentia , 

I  now  muft  chide. 
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"  Why 


*£  Why,  Cruel  fair. 

Why  will  you  thus  {hut  out  your  lovely  felf 
‘ £  From  all  the  World  ?  I  prize  no  other  Wealth, 

And  wou’d  you,  wou’d  you  heal  your  felf  from  him 
k£  Who  without  you  rauft  dye  ?  for  oh  Placentia , 
f£  None  can  divide  the  Body  from  the  Soul. 
f£  Yet  make  that  Body  live. 

Pla.  £C  Alas !  Vows  firm  as  fate  for  ever  part  us. 

Vin.  u  Yet  ftay.  That  I  may  fee  you  fhine  at  Court, 

Pla.  ££  Ah  no  !  my  Lord,  vertue  fhinesbeft  in  Cldyfters! 

Vin.  ££  But  oh  !  if  you’re  refolv’d  to  live  reclufe, 

££  And  make  your  fond  Vincsntio  miferable, 

££  Why  muft  another  offer  you  to  Heav’n  ? 

Pla.  ££  You  fhall  difpofe  of  me. 

My  Lord,  my  heart 

Is  by  a  fecret  charm  bound  to  F abiano , 

But  yet,  its  Duty  muft  be  wholly  yours. 

Vin.  Oh!  break  that  curfed  charm,  or  elfedeny 
All  thoughts. that  prompt  afriendfhip  or  refpedt 
Refpedt  was  welcome  from  you,  when  I  thought 
None  had  a  ftrongerTye  upon  your  Souk 
But  that  refpedt  is -now  below  contempt. 

Via.  Oh  !  tho  I  love  him- — — 

Vin.  Oh  unfpeak  thofe  words. 

Ten  thoufand  Vipers  ftung  me  at  the  found  * 

Ten  thoufand  thoughts,  all  wild,  all  black,  all  difmal. 

Work  my  mad  Brain.  Oh,  fay  you  love  him  not. 

You  weep — *-you  are  dumb  --you  will  not?  Cruel  Maid  ? 
Teach  me,  yet  Pow’rsto  move  her — Oh  I  wou’d  invoke 
Men,  Angels,  Friends,  to  wreft  him  from  her  heart : 

But  ’twill  be  vain  :  how  long  have  I  not  fu’d  ? 

Hours,  Days,  Months,  Years,  are  paft  ,*yet  ftill  fhe’s  Marble- 

I’ll  dye  then - —yes  ^  but  firft  my  Rival  fhall. 

I’m  ripe  for  ruin,  like  fome  batter’d  wall. 

Tut  haughty  Foe,  I’ll  crufh  thee  with  my  fall. 

Fa.  Kill  me,  I’ll  thank  you  •  for  I’m  hopelefs  too. 

But  live,  my  Lord,  and  think  me  not  your  foe.  * 
Nothing  but  barbarous  wrong  done  to  Placentia 
Cou’d  make  me  draw  my  Sword  againft  my  friend. 

Vin.  Muft  I  be  wicked  e’re  I  can  be  eas’d  ? 

T-ake,  take  your  friendfhip  back.  Oh  why  am  I  thus  curfh 
My  Brother  a  bafe  wretch,  my  Friend  my  Rival, 

And  what’s  yet  worfe,  a  Rival  lov'd  !  Oh  Tortures ! 

But  what  moft  racks  my  Soul,-  this  very  evening  | 
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I  thought  my  felf  the  happy’ft  man  on  earth. 

From  mch  a  hope,  in  full  career  to  blifs. 

Thus  to  be  hurried  down  a  precipice 
To  daftion  deep  defpair .'  It  kills  my  reafon, 

Confounds  my  Brains,  my  Heart,  and  tears  my  very  Soul 

Flings  himfelf  on  the  ground . 
Via.  Compofe  his  mind,  good  Heav’n  ! 

Morel.  Rife,  my  dear  Brother. 

Mel.  Oh  why  will  you  lye  thus  ? 

Vin.  Oh  why  indeed  indeed !  my  fword,  my  fword  fhou’d 
end  me  and  my  pain,  [rifes/md  draws  his  Sword. 
Fa.  Hold  /  are  you  mad  ?  [Takes  his  Sword  from  him3  and 
Let  Reafon  end  ’em,  and  preferve  your  Life,  others  hold  him. 

Vin.  Away.j  Life’s  my  worft  foe,  and  you  the  next  ; 

Think  not  t’impofe  it  on  me.  Reafon’s  felf. 

Nay  Patience,  fays  my  ills  are  paft  her  cure. 

Oh  hardfhip  /  l’mev’n  deny’d  the  priviledge  of  dying. 

Then  hear,  thou  heav’n  7  why  fleeps  thy  thunder  ?  end  me  ! 
Delay  not  thus  my  wifht  forDiffolution. 

Oh  rid  me  of  Intolerable  Life. 

Fa.  Forgive  your  Friends,  and  live  my  Lord.- 

Vin  My  Friends  i  wou’d  you  be  thought  my  Friend  ? 

Fa.  Yes,  from  my  Soul. 

Vin.  Then  dare  be  fuch,and  rid  me  now  of  Life. 

Fa.  Wou’d  that  be  like  a  Friend  ?  Reflect,  my  Lord : 
Exert  your  Soul,  and  bear  like  your  great  felf. 

Vin.  Will  you  not  kill  me  then  ? 

Fa.  Were  ev’ry  door  to  eafe  ffiut  up  but  Death, 

Unwillingly  I  wou’d. 

Vin.  There  is  no  other* ' 

Fa.  Then  I  muft  be  cruelly  kind.  (draws  his  Sword.) 

Via.  My  Lord - 

Fa.  Madam  forbear?  Let  one  friend  eafe  another. 

Vin.  Well  laid  ? 

Come,  take  your  Sword  my  Friend,  and  lay  its  point  dole  to 

my  Breaft  ?  (Fa.  gives  him  hack  his  Sword* 
That  when  I  do  you  the  fame  hated  Office, 

We  both  may  fall  at  once. 

Vin.  What, both  .'forbid  it friendfhip! 

I  dare  not  buy  my  eafe  at  your  Life’s  Coft. 

Fa.  See,  whither  paffion  hurried  you,  my  Lord  ! 

Were  wilful  Death  an  eafe,  fhou’d  you  deny  it  him 
That  gives  it  you  ?  for  I  too  am  moft  wretched. 

But  Life’s  the  Gift  of  Heav’n,  and  we  muft  wait 

L  2 


Till 


Till  heav’n  commands  it  back,  to  gain  a  better. 

Vin.  Oh  !  you  have  touch'd  my  Soul  !  Come  to  my  Arms  / 
Fin  reconcil’d  to  wretchednefs,  to  Life, 

Kay,  ev’n  to  you  *.  Tho  Rivals  we’ll  agree  : 

Let’s  all  three  joyn  as  partners  in  affii&ion. 

Till  heav’n  be  mov’d,  while  nature  mourns  to  find 
*  Three  hearts  fo  wretched,  yet  fo  truly  kind. 

Enter  Zemec. 

Zent.Myhdi3'DonFerdin^ndiwhh  guards  was  forcing  Entrance, 
But,  hearing  you’re  return’d,  wou’d  only  kifs  your  hand. 

Fa.  My  Lord  conceal  me,  left  J  be  detain’d. 

Vin.to  RARetire  into  that  Room--  Go  .bring  him  in. (To  Zem.. 

\_Exit.  Fa.  and  Zemet  federally. 
'  Enter  Don  Ferdinand,; ..with  Zemet  with  him. 

Fer.  Welcome,  my  Lord,  to  Portugal,  that  mourn’d 
The  brave  Vincentw  s  lofs !  The  King  himfelf 
Has  worn  a  noble  forrow  for  your  Death  • 

And.  doubtlefs  will  rejoy  ce,  to  fee  you  contradict 
That  moft  unwelcome  news. 

Vin.  I  muft  employ  my  Friends,  my  Lord,  for  a  new  pardon, 
Twas  I  that  caus’d  the  Rumour  to  be  fpread  ,* 

But  ’twas  to  fave  a  Brother. 

Fer.  He’s  no  Brother. 

Fin.  My  Lord,  he’s  but  an  ill  one,  I  confefs  i 
Yet,  nature  ftill  will  work. 

Fer  I’ll  fay  no  more,  till  I  have  got  your  promife,of  one  thing. 
Vhh  Name  it,  my  Lord  ,*  a  gift  that  you  can  ask 
Muft  needs  be  too  well,  plac’d  to  be  deny’d. 

Fer,  I  had  a  Son,  and  hope  once  more  to  have  him. 

If  this  fair  Lady  will  reftore  him  to  me. 

Once  I  defpis'd  her,  but  admire  her  now. 

I  ask  her  for  his  Wife,  my  Lord,  that’s  all. 

Vin.  Aft! - -ask  me  my  Lord,  to  rip  my  breaft  my  felf. 

And  give  you  thence  my  heart.  Ask  any  thing, 

Racher  than  ask  Placentia  for  your  Som 
She  muft  be  mine,  or  no  man’s  in  the  World. 

Fer.  My  Lord,  Ihe  is  your  Sifter. 

Vin.  Hah  !  my  Siften 

Ri.ajide .]  Nay  then  ’tis  time  to  fiy  :  Thefe  perjur’d  Monks}  . 
Tho  he’s  not  dead  have  made  the  fecret  known.' 

Fer.  Lay  hold  on  him !  —  (going  is  ftopt  by  the  Lieutenant .) 

Enter  the  2  Monks. 

This  Villain,  ft  all  no  longei  be  ycur  plague. 

1 .  Monk.  No,  he!s  a  peafants  Son,  and  ft e  your  Sifter.  - 
Vin,  Can  Heav’n  and  Earth  confpire  to  make  me  wretched  ? 

Sifter, 


(f? )  ' 

Sifter,  that  word  neVe  founded  ill  till  now. 

Sifter  brings  in’t  eternal  reparation. 

Fathers,  you  fhou’d  be  Meftengers  of  joy. 

i  .Monk.  I  hope,  My  Lord,  wefliall,  if  you'll  but  hear. 

Vtn  Let  me  hear  any  thing  hut  Sifter  from  you. 

|  That  fatal  found  will  murther  me  at  once  ,• 

I  dare  not  underftand  you. 

Btrt  ftnce  I’m' doom’d  to  hear  fome  dreadful  ftory  • 

Tis  fit  I  ihou’d  poffefs  my  Soul  with  Thoughts 
Of  the  moil  difmal  kind  !  — -  I  need  not  ftudy. . 

Placentia  Loves  another - That’s  enough. 

Alas !  what  Racks,  what  tortures  can  be  woile  ] 

Now  tell  the  reft — -yet  on  the  Ground  I’ll  lye 
Left  I  drop  down,  when  fhe  is  prov’d  my  Sifter.1 
There,  wretched  Lover,  urea fu re  out  thy  Grave.  [ Throws  him 
Now  ftrike  the  blow  that  muft  cut  off  all  hopes,  on  the  ground. 

r.  Monk.-  Read  that,  my  Lord  !  It  is  a  declaration 
Under  his  Parents  hands.  Gives  Vine,  a  paper. 

Via.  This  is  enough  —  Placentia  is  my  Sifter.  Oh  !  my  heart  l 
Turn,  turn  thy  felf  about,  that  !  may  ask‘ 

Why  this  was  done  ? 

i  Monk.  My  Lord,  you’ve  heard  your  fickly  Infancy 
Gave  but  a  doubtful  promife  of  your  Life. 

This  made  your  Father  wifti  another  Son. 

But  Daughters  ftill  deceiv’d  him.  Now  your  Mother 
Then  big  with  Child,  had  heard  him  rarnly  fay. 

If  that  too  prov’d  a  Daughter,  he  fhould  wifh 
She  never  had  been  his. 

This  made  fuch  an  impreflion  on  her  mind, 

That  to  preferve  his  Love,  he  being  abfent. 

Seeing  it  prov’d  a  Girl,  The  chang’d  the  Child. 

This  fault  her  youth  committed,  and  her  age  repented 
So  /he  with  us  depofited  this  Truft, 

To  be  reveal’d,  if  you  dy’d  without  Iflue. 

If  not,  to  be  kept  fecret.  But  juft  heav’n 
Has  brought  the  fecret  out  before  its  time. 

Yet  with  no  breach  of  truft  on  our  fide  neither. 

Since  we  believ’d  you  dead,  when  we  reveal’d  it. 

Vin.  Have.  I  not  patience,  fathers,  thus  to  hear 
Such  killing  news,*  yet  iye  here  without  raving  ? 

But  I’ll  do  fomething  too.  [farts  up  and  Exit; Monks  and  Servants 
Via.  Look  to  my  Lord J.  after  him „ 

Fer.  Alas  /  he’s  much  difturb’d — As  for  thdfe ‘Villains, 

To  dungeons  with  them.  But  for  this  mock-Lord - 

Degrade 


Degrade 'him  ftrft.  -Strip  of  this  rich  garb. 

Then  Clcath  him  as  befits  his  ft  ate  and  Birth. 

[ Ex .  Saylor sy  Bravoes  and  Ricardo. 
That  thus  my  Lord  may  fee  him  dragg’d  to  prifon. 

Morel.  Oh  Sifter  ,*  ’tis  more  joy  to  find  you  thus* 

Than  tis  to  lofe  that  wretch. 

Via.  This  double.-  the  delight  I  took  in  Friendfhip, 

But  my  Love  for  you  wasfo  great  before, it  cannot  now  encreafe. 
Re-enter  Ricardo,  in  c&  aid  Gown  with  Attendants, 

Ri.  Now,  Fortune,  Nature, 

I  owe  you  nothing  but  a  wretched  Being. 

Take  back  the  thanklefs  gift,  and  then  we’re  even, 

£<  Nor  rack  my  Soul  with  dread  of  endlefs  Flames. 

There ’s  Hell  enough  on  Earth  in  guilty  minds. 

6(  To  lofe  at  once  the  heav’n  of  Love  and  Greatnefs, 

Then  be  condemn’d  to  Life,  or  dye  a  branded  Villain 
“  Curft  Thought  1  a  branded  Villain.  Ha  !  I  feel 
c:  A  warmt'hnew  to  my  heart,  thaw  the  hard  lump, 
cf  And  ihake  my  ftiudd ’ring  frame. 

.  .Oh  my  paft  Life,  thou  mak’ft  me  doubt  the  future. 

Alas,  I  dare  not  hope  I  may  repent: 

Laura  i  Oh  run,  for  pities  fake  .'  The  is  poyfori’d. 

Get  Antidotes  i  But  tell  her  not,  I  did  it* 

Fer.  Run,  help  the  Lady.  {Exit  Servant.) 

Ri.  Oh!  lead  me  from  her  Sight,  to  Chains  and  .Galleys, 
To  toyl ,  to  ftiame,  to  want,  to  pinching  cold, 

Tofcorching  heat,  to  ftripes,  to  worfe  Remorfe, 

And  ever-new  variety  of  Woes. 

All,  all  thefe  pains  are  flight,  to  thofe  I  bear. 

Struggling  for  hope  with  horror  and  defpair. 

Laura  in  the  fajjagel]  Stay  /  Poys’nerFiend,  htake  this  and  this. 

n  {Exit  Ricardo  bloody  ^Guarded  by  the  Lieutenant  ,.&c» 
Ser.  Hold,  Madam. 

TJa.  More,  horrors  yet !  oh  let’s  avoid  that  Sight.  Ex.  Pla, 

with  Fer.  Morel,  and  Mel. 

Enter  Laura  <?»TRichardo.  She  holds  a  Dagger  in  her  hand , 
and  drofs  it  as  (he flmggles  with  the  Servants. 

Lau.  Why  do  you  hold  me  ?  let  me  end  thatMonfter! 

Ri.  Strike,  injur’d  <Goodnefs ;  ftrike  again  $  I’ll  thank  you. 
<4  Compleat  the  work  of  Death,  that  moves  too  flow. 

“  But  oh  !  firft  hear  me,  take  fome  Antidote. 

Lau.  Muft  I  be  held,  and  punilht  with  his  fight  ? 

"c  Free  me,  or  take  him  hence,  for  horror  {hakes  me 
cEv  n  at  the  thoughts  that  he’s  of  humane  form. 


Ri  he  kneels)  Oh  flay';  look  on  the  aioft  undone  ofCreatufesy 
A  Devil  in  guilty  but  a  repenting  Devil. 

Oh  !  cou’d  but  heav’n  and  you  forgive. 

Lau.  Avant - Devils  can’t  repent,  nor  be  forgiven. 

Ri.  Butev’n  the  worft  of  Men,  thusproftrate  trembling, 
Not  daring  to  look  up,  near  death,  willfigh  to  heav’n; 

<c  Oh !  you’re  fo  much  its  likenefs,- 

<c  Sure  its  beft  attribute,  Divine  forgivenefs 

C£  May  yet  be  ftiow’r’d  ev  n  on  a  wretch  like  me. 

tc  A  Wretch,  more,  more  than  a  wretch,  there’s  not  a  name 

“That  can  exprefs  my  miferable  ftate. 

Lau.  Let  go  my  Robes. 

Ri.  Oh  never,  never. 

The  drowning  wretch  cannot  forego  his  hold  ; 

That  loft,  I  fmk  for  ever. 

tc  Lau.  I’d  fink  with  thee,  that  thou  might’ft  fink  yet  lower. 
“Think  on  my  wrongs,  thou  Fiend,  thy  breach  of  Vows, 

“  Ingratitude,  that  ev’n  thy  Sex  muft  ftartle, 

“Poyfonthy  kind  return  for  all  my  wealth, 

ft  For  all  my  Love,  and  what  cries  moft  for  Vengeance, 

cc  Thofe  poor  young  Orphans !  Oh  my  min’d  Children. 

Ri.  Oh  !  take  fome  Antidote  i 
Lau.  No,  I  wou’d  dye :  what  fhoud  I  live  for  now  ? 
fee  behind  me  nothing  left  in  Life 
j  ut  mifery,  terrible  miferyr 

Ri.  Oh  Lauram~  *  ■  \ 

Lau.  Wil’t  thou  ftill  plague  me . 1  Dye,  and  let  me  dye. 
tc  Ri.  Oft  !  had  you  heard  me,  but  an  hour  ago, 
ic  We  might  have  liv’d.  Alas  you  little  know 
<f  What’s  now  divulg’d  ;  I’m  not  Vinc'entlds  Brother. 

!  Death  to  a  wretch  like  me  has  loft  its  horror  ; 

‘  Death  fliou’d  have  fnatch’d  me  in  my  fancy’d  greatnefs  5 
But  now  my  bale  original,  my  Crimes, 
jMy  Ihame  call  for  feverer  punifbments. 

The  Rack  fhou’d  ftretch  my  Limbs^and  (how  me  death  in  view 
Then  pull  the  bleflingback,  that  I  ift.ght  long  be  tortur’d. 

Then  let  me  ftarve  with  thofe  poor  heiplefs  Orphans, 

Whom  I  have  robb'd  of  thefupport  their  dying  Father  left, 

“  Lau.  Oh  now  thou  ft  touch’d  my  Soul, 

“  And  laid  my  Crimes  as  well  as  thine  in  view. 

“  I,  I,  was  left  entrufted  with  the  Care. 

*c  How  fiiall  I  meet  my  Husbands  fiiade  ?  rnethinks 
“  I  fee  his  angry  Ghoft  !  he  frowns - oh  hide  me. 

"  For. 
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“Forgive,  bled  foul  ■  forgive  a  poor  deluded  Woman !  — •—* 

t{  But  oh  1  my  Children,  how  can  you  forgive  me  ? - ■— 

“Yet  once  more  let  me  fee  ’em- — ftay ;  I  dare  not, — — — 
“  Oh  difmalfate  ;  a  dying  mother  dreads  to  fee  her  Children. 

“  Ri..  Oh  not  to  you,  to  me  they  owe  their  Ruin’; 

“  On  me,  on  me  alone  fhou'd  Vengeance  fail. 

“  Add  to  Kay  torments,  heav'n,  fo  they  haveeafe. 

“  Ohl  thp  fine curft  me.ftill,  tho'  die  ne’re  knew 
£{  ’Twas  for  their  good  I  drove  to  wed  Placentia, 

I'd  bear  an  age  of  Hell  to  mend  your  fates. 

Lau.  Amazement  !  his  guilt  ieffens.  Can  it  be  \ 

He  pities  me,-  pities  my  Children  too. 

Take  back  thy  pity,  cake  it  back,  Ricardo. 

It. gains  fo  much  upon  my  eafy  heart 

That  I  (hall  wrong  my  felf,  and  give  thee  mine. 

Ri.  Pity’d  /  am  Ithenpityd  ?  oh  !  thou  goodnefs, 

If,  thou  can  it  pity,  fure  thou  can’ft  forgive,  — - — 

But  oh  the  poyfon !  That  muft  wake  Heav’ns  Vengeance, 

And  feai  the  ears  of  mercy  ; 

L  ai.  'Twas  Charity  to  kill. me  :  but  thy  falihood 

Was  a  worfe  poyfon  to  my  dealing  heart - — 

Yet  we’ve  all  faults.  Alas,  we  all  want/mercy— — 

We  muft  forgive, — —  heav’n  pardon  thee,  and  me  ! 

Ri.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Lau.  But  fly/  my  Children’s  fight  may  force  for givenefs  back. 
Ri.  Is  that  forgivenefs?  fee,  I  bleed  apace. 

Oh  pardon,  e’rel  dye. 

Lau .  Oh  !  I’ve  a  vice  of  mercy  in  me. 

Ri.  Let  me  Embrace  your  Knees ,  breath  out  my  Soul.  [£»*« 

.  braces  her  knees. 

Enter  Children. 

Lau.  My  Children  /  off,  away.  [pujhes  him  away. 

Ri.  Ldare  not  fe^  ’em,  and  I  cannot  leave  her  / 

throws  himfelf  in  his  Face. 
“  Lau.  Away,  you  dear  fond  wretches.  Why  d’  you  cling  ? 
“  I’ve  ruin’d  you  ;  but  ohl  I’m  ruin’d  worfe. 

«  poorlnnocents,  they  little  know  their  mifery, 

“  I  feel  it  double  for  them,  wretched  Mother. 

Oh  had  my  Woes-fall’n  only  on  my  feif, . 

I’d  think  ’em  gentle,  but  this  worfe  affliction 
Intail’d  on  you,  pcorhelplefs  guiltlefs  Orphans, 

It  turns  my  Brains,  diftrabts  me - ’Tis  too  much. 

Oh  dreadful  change  !  oh  vanity  of  life  / 

.Death 


Death  is  the  only  blefling  a  fond  Mother  \f She  falls,  and  then 
foe  foes  the  Dagger  by  her  and  fakes  it  up  privately. 
Can  wiih  her  deareft  Chiidrenj1*-^— ;ha  J  the  Dagger. 

Do’s  not  Fate  hint  by  this,  1  ough^to  cafe  ’em  ? 

Muft  they  be  'lefr,  to  want  ?  to  be.j^  te  ftarve  ? 

I’ll  do’c  •  but, oh  what  Arm  can  hurt\ich  fweetnefs  ? 

I  cannot  Ft  l  ike — — 1  cannot  bear  their  I  ecki - — 

But  muff  they,  live  to  curie  me,  fhame  their  fame , 

And  dye  perhaps  an  ignominious  Death  ? 

No,  I  rnuft  ftrike - '  . 

i.  Child.  Pray,  mother,  don’t  lookfo,  indeed  it  frights  me. 
Oh  pray  ben’t  angry  !  oh  I’ll  hug  and  ksfs  you 
Latt.  Away,  we’re  ruin’d,  and  we  ought  to  dye. 
i.  Child.  Oh  my  dear  Mother,  live,*  Well  beg  for  you. 

Lau.  Beg  !  cou’d  you  Beg  ? 
i.  Child,  Yes,  forjour  deareft-  mother. 

Lau.  Oh  this  difarms  me.  Live,  my  deareft  Children- - 

Live  and  be  happier,  you  inftrudl  your  Mother,  (She  i motes 

away  the  Dagger  and  embraces  her  Children. 
And  I  too  ought  toLive-If  therebe  means-butoh  the  pdyfon 
It  works,  hah  !  it  ihoots  Hell  into  my  Blood  ! 

I  am  all  wound.  My  head  ;  my  breaft  !  I  burn  ! 

Heart,  I  cleave  my  Tides .'  Brains,  burft  my  skull  !  help !  help] 

Oh  gently,  gently  ! - - —  (They  offer  to  help  her , 

“  Ri  .Oh  horror  !  Curie  thy  fufferings  off  on  rne, 

cc  Thou  martyr’d  Goodnefs - -  hurl  your  Bolts,  you  Powers ! 

“  Grind,  grind  me  into  duft, 

<c  And  on  each  atom  double  all  her  pains. 

“  So  Laura  s  eas’d,  Ricardo  will  not  murmur  ! 

Lau.  Oh  !  give  me  eafe  !  where’s  Death  ? 

The  Coward  dares  not  come,  affrighted  at  my  torments. 

My  Breath’s  a  fire.  Help !  Water,  Ice  /  Heav’n,  pity  me. 

Give  me  fome  6f  the  cold  my  Children  are  to  fufter. 

Lieut.  Take  hence  thefe  innocents,  too  much  they  move. 

*  Lau.  Oh  pity  them - 1  call’d  on  Death,  andlo,  he’s  come 

at  laft» 

But  oh  the  thoughts  of  them,  makes  me  now  welcome  him 
i  With  that  fad  heavinefsjthat  finks  defpairing  Sinners. 

Oh  Heav’n  !  Oh  my  Children  l-±  (Dyes. 

Worn:  She’s  dead,  file’s  dead. 

“  Ri.  Hah !  and  do  I  (till  live  ? 
u  Be  dry  my  Eyes,  and  you,  my  Wounds,  weep  fafter. 
r  Oh  let  me  look,  and  figh  my  laft  at  once. 

Oh  killing  fight  .when  ftiali  Ijovertake’  thee, 
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Thou  only  fair  Oh  /  never,  never,  never. 

"Tis  not  for  guilt  like  mine  to  mount  with  thee  :  . 

I  feel  my  felf  in  Hell,  and  mercy’s  felf 
Can  never  ftoop  fo  low. 

<f  Fain  wou’d  1  pray-ha  L  a  Grim  Vifion  frights  me. 
ce  Oh  heav’n  /  oh  fave  me  /  hah a  hand  is"  ftretcht 
“  To  raife  me  up  to  heav’n,  let  me  get  hold— 

But  oh  !  dark  vapours  rife  between - 1  cannot  fee  it. 

Re-enter  Ferdinand,  and  a  Servant. 

No  News  yet  of  Vincentio ? - Oh  moft  difmal  fight! 

F er.  Remove  that  Scene  of  Grief— -force  off  that  wretch. 

Ri.  Oh  you  (hall  never  part  us— No,  I  will,  I  will 

Be  joyn’d  with  her  at  leaft  in  Death  ! - Oh  Laura !  Laura. 

("Laura  is  carried  off,  Ricardo  follows  folding  by  the  garments, 
but  is  forced  off,  faints,  falls  and  is  carried  of. 

Per.  A  doleful  Scene !  but  where’s  my  Lord  Vmcentio. 

I  dread  fome  greater  mifchieffrom  his  Stay. 

Enter  Zemet. 

Zem.  Run,  find  Placentia  ?  Don  Vincentio’s  coming, 

A  Conqu’ror  o’re  his  noble  felf  at  laft.  ( Exit  Servant' 

He  brings  my  Lord  Fabiano  to  be  bleft. 

Per.  My  Son  /  Enter  Vincentio  and  Fabiano  at  one  Door • 
Placentia,  Morelia,  /iw^Melinda  at  the  other. 

Vin.  Love’s  facrific’d  at  laft  to  Reafon,  Take  her, 

She’s  yours,  my  Lord. 

Fa.  Oh  ’tis  too  much  at  once---oh  rapture---oh  Placentia. 

Tla.  Oh  my  lov’d  Lord  /  - - -  [He  embraces  her . 

Fa.  My  Life  !  my  Scul !  oh  I  am  loft  in  Blifs,  and  fuffer  with 
Thou  kind  omnipotence,  forgive  my  doubts,  [delight. 

I  thought  thou  cou'dft  not  thus  have  bleft  a  mortal  — - — - 
My  Lord,  my  Father  !  [kneelt  to  his  Father. 

Fer.  Oh  my  dear  Son,  be  bleft,  and  let  my  tears 
Now  fpeak  my  Joy  as  once  they  did  my  Grief. 

Vin.  Thus  Providence  has  wrought  my  defperate  cure. 

Oh  !  you,  no  more  my  Miftrefs  nor  my  Rival, 

Live  happy.  Long  be  crown’d 

With  blellings  which  no  fugle  ftate  can  give. 

My  heart  has  fed  folong  on  hoplelefs  Love 
That  it  wou’d  furfeit,  Ihou’d  it  feed  on  other. 

Glory  fhall  be  my  Darling  Miftrefsnow. 

OIF  then,  fofc  frenzy  !  let  me  rouze  my  Soul. 

In  martial  Fields  let  Famepoftefs  it  whole  : 

While  all  who  know,  whence  fprung  thefe  dangers  here, 
'Learn  f.:  0111  fniall  Crimes  great  mifchiefs  to  beware.  Ex.  Omnes. 

FINIS. 


Books  Printed  for  D,  Brown,  at  the  Black 
Swan  and  Bible ,  without  Temple-bar. 

i  r  |  vHe  Canterbury  GueCs :  Or,  a  Bargain  broken.  A  Come- 

l  dy,  Aded  at  the  Theatre  Royal.  ,  Written  by  Mr  Raven- 
[croft. 

2  The  Sullen  Lovers :  Or,  the  Curious  Impertinents.  A 
Comedy,  written  by  Tho.  Shadwel. 

%  The  Comijh  Comedy  ,  as  it  is  a&ed  at  the  Royal  Theatre  in 
Dorfet  Garden ,  by  his  Majeftys  Servants. 

4  Dr  Colbatch's  4  Trads  His]  Treatife  of  the  Gout,  and 
Dodrine  of  Afids  further  afterted. 

S’  A  late  Voyage  to  St  Kilda,  the  remoteft  of  all  the  Her- 
brides  or  Weftern  Ifles  o£  Scotland,  with  a  hiftory  of  the  Ifland 
natural,  moral,  &c.  By  Mr  Martin ,  Gent. 

Books  Printed  for  R.  Parker*  under  the  Roy¬ 
al  Exchange  in  Cornhil, 

1.  /‘“'XF  wifdom  ;  Books,  written  originally  in  French  by  the 
Sieur  de  Charron,  with  an  account  of  the  Author,  made 
Engii/h  by  George  Stanhope ,  D.  D.  late  Fellow  of  2G»gjColledge 
in  Cambridge ,  from  the  beft  edition.  Corrected  and  enlarged  by 
the  Author  a  little  before  his  death. 

2  The  Roman  Hiftory,  from  the  building  of  the  City  to  the 
perfed  fettlement  of  the  Empire.  By  Auguftus  Cafar  ;  contain¬ 
ing  the  fpace  of 727  years,  defigned  as  well  for  the  underftand- 
ing  the  Roman  Authors  as  the  Roman  Affairs.  By  Lawrence  Echard. 

A.  M. 

;  The  Roman  Hiftory  from  the  fettlement  of  the  Empire  by 
Augufius  Cafar ,  to  the  removal  of  the  Imperial  Seat  by  Con  fan- 
tine  the  Great,  containing  the  fpace  of  years,  Vol.  2.  for 
the  ufe  of  his  Highnefs  the  Duke  of  Glocefter'.  By  Lawrence 
Echard ,  A  M. 

4  The  Hiftory  of  the  Revolution  in  Sweden,  &c. 

5-  The  hiftory  of  the  Revolutions  in  Sweden ,  occafioned  by 
the  change  of  Religion,  and  alteration  of  the  Government  in 
that  Kingdom.  Written  originally  in  French,  by  the  Abbot 
Vertot  :  Printed  at  Paris  •  and  done  into  Engliih  by  J.  Mitchel , 
M.  D.  With  a  Map  of  Sweden,  Denmark ,  and  Norway.  The 
Second  Edition.  In  which  the  whole  Work  is  revis’d  and  cor- 

reded 


re&ed  ;'and  almoft  the  whole  fecond  Part,which  was  done  by 

another  Hand.  n^vi^Tranflated*  .  - 

6.  A.  Relation  of  a  Voyage  hiade  in  the. years  169^ 

1697.  On  the  Co  aft  of  Afriofl,  Streights  of  Magellan.  C--" 
Cagenna,  and  'the  Antilles 0  by  a.  Squadron  of  French  Men  of  Wa/,  ‘ 
under  the  Command  of  M.  deGennes.  By  the  Sieur  Irogex-, 
Voluntier-Engineer  on  board  the  Englijh  Falcon .  liluftrated 
with  divers  ftrange  Figures,  drawn  to  the  Life. 

7.  The  Modeft  Critic,  or  Remarks  on  the  moft  eminent 
Hiftorians,  ancient  and  modern  ,•  with  ufeful  cautions  and  in- 
ftrudtions  as  well  for  writing  as  reading  Kiftory  ;  wherein  the 
fenfe  of  the  gr.eateft  men  on  this  fubjebt  is  faithfully  abridged, 
by  one  of  the  Society  of  the  Port  Royal. 

8.  Poems  on  feveral  occafions,  written  in  imitation  of  the 
manner  of  Anacreon ,  with  other  Poems,  Letters,  and  Tranfla- 
tions ,  by  Mr  Oldmixon. 

9.  The  Gentlemans  Journal,  or  the  monthly  Mifcellany, 
by  way  of  Letter  to  a  Gentleman  in  the  Country  ^  confiding 
of  News,  Hiftory,  Bhilofophy,  Poetry,  Muficks  &c.  Com - 
pleat  Sets,  or  fingle  ones.  By  Mr.  Motteux. 

10.  Busby  s  Greek  Grammar. 

11.  Cambridge  Phrafes. 

12.  Dr.  Sydenham  s  compleat  method  of  curing  almoft  all  dif- 
eafes,  and  defcription  of  their  Symptoms ;  to  which  are  now 
added,  9  difcourfes  of  the  fame  Author,  concerning  the  Pleu- 
rify ,  Gout,  Hyftoricai  Paffion,  Dropfy,  and  Rheumatifra. 
Abridg’d  and  faithfully  tranflated  out  of  the  Original  Latin , 
with  ihort  and  ufeful  notes  on  the  former  pgrt,  written  by 
a  Learned  Phyfician,  and  never * before  printed  ;  the  Third 
Edition. 

23.  The  art  of  preferving  and  reftoring  Health,  ex- 
plaining  the  Nature  and  Caufes  of  the  diftempers  that  afHicft 
Mankind.  Alfo  /hewing  that  every  man  is,’or  may  be  his  own 
Phyfician.  To  which  is  added, a  Treatife  of  the  moft  fimpie  and 
effe<5tualRemedies  for  the  difeafes  ofMen  andWomen.Writtten 
in  French  by  J.  Hammond  M.  D.  and  faithfully  tranflated  into 
Englifh. 

The  Novelty,  every  Act  a  Play,  being  a  ihort  Paftoral  Co¬ 
medy,  Mafque,  Tragedy,  and  Farce,  after  th ^Italian  manner.. 
Written  by  Mi  Motteux,  and  others. 


FINIS . 


.  ... 


I 


